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1 of merit: nor has this 


two years being elapſed ſince that publication ceaſed, ſome: > 


_ expence and labour; others are very greatly im and 


 $UBJECTS fram their reſpective Poems, will be publiſhed - 


public, ta whale candaur this Edition is naw mitte. 


„ * V 
Ca. 
» 
4 
- 


HIS work, in its firſt publication in Monthly Wambers, 

had the good fortune to be ſingularly Wen  _- 

by the Prnrac at large indeed, far heyond the prewouger- | 
pectation af any one ofthe parties cincerned in it} I 

demonſtrated by the ſale of MANY Taqus ANU ünp ren 5 


and the long continued patrunage and ſupport of the — 5 
ronage beendus ©, 
perſeded ſince the ceſſation of its manthly publication,” but 
a continual increaſe of freſh patrons” has confirmed former 
hy ng 4 a 2 
ing three years and a half in publication at firſt, and 


of the plates may naturally be expetted to ire re.. 
viſion. 1 this Edition, therefore, wal ara talen 

that care and attention can procure : ſome trifling plates are 
withdrawn, and the molt intereſting only retained; ſome 2 
ſubjects are entirely x£-ENGRAVED, at a very caliliderable 


the whole is naw arranged in a more conveni com- 
pendiouy order. It may fairly be preſumed, ire, that 
THIS. EDITION is, at leaſt, as well worthy publie attention aas 
ever the Work has been from the ny Ark: and as it is no 
torious that prime impreſſions off ſome of the en) oor: > 
have borne a premium of ten times their firſt colt, theſe = 
being now xEW Plates, the Public wilFhave an opportunity 
of acquiring equally excellent prints of the ſame ſubjects on 


the molt moderate terms, Alſo, in order to.gratify the gene- 


ral wiſh to avaid delay, the work will now be publiſhed 

Weekly; and being compriſed in fifty Numbers, will be 

completed with the courſe of the preſent year. h _ 
Of the propoſed fifty Numbers, therty plates being s1nets {x 


ſingly : but where the ſame Poem has yielded Two plates, 
to ſeparate ſuch plates is evidently improper, and generalljx = 
impracticable. without dividing the poem alſo, to it mate. 
FX injury: the latter twenty Numbers, therefore, will cn. 
tain BOUBLE SUBJECTS, and thus maintain that uniformit*” | 
and propriety, which cannot fait of being acceptable g 
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Of the” ane e Order pf the abe i in 8 
the Weekly Edition in Fiſty Numbers 
oh the Cabinet of Genius. N 0 Le 


The following Numbers being ſingle Plates 
Price Sixpence each. 


== 


| + The Bard 12 The Miſer 22 Flavia 

2 Eloiſa 13 The Lady and Waſp 23 The Garland 

3 Abelard 14 The Dove 244 Parental Fondnef# 
WE: 4 Content 15 The Poet and Roſe 25 Monday * 
| OF '5 The Mendicant 16 Queen [Iſabella | 26 Tueſday 
| F 6 Independance 17 Love and Beauty 27 Wedneſday 
I ruhe Spinning Wheel 18 The Lover's Lament 28 Thurſday 
"2 -- 8 Euphroſyne . 19 TheWanderingNymph 29 Friday 
| ba 9 The wounded Faun 20 The Perſian 30 Saturday 
1. 8 10 The Captive 21 Nature's Gifts to Shake- bY 
5 ti Larinia ſpear 


The following Numbers compriſing Poems that furniſh two 
Plates each, will be One Shilling per Number. 


31 Selim and Secander 8 St. Cecilia and Timo- 44 Hermit and Angel 
232 Faſſan and Zara | theus 45 Ella (two plates) 
£* 335,000 33 Abbas and Abra 39 Cupid and Time 46 Mirth and Health 
34 Sylvia and Delia 40 Plutus and Q. Eliza- 47 Imogen and Iachimo 


———5ð—X.g̃ 
— . — — 
44 * - 

4 . ws 

YZ . 

6am * — 


— — 


| 35 Alexis and Doris beth 48 Idle Jack and: Joan 
| 36 Daphne's Tomb and 41 Invitation 4 Reply 49 Morning and Evening 


EIS — 2 Stella 42 Willlam and eee 50 Edwin and N | 
1 37 Gray's Elegy * 


P R 1 N Fa, 


' Publiſhed | by E. TAYLOR; No. To, Holborn, 
From Pictures by AnGz1cx KAUTMAN, R. A 
WO OVAL PRINTS, Size "Thirteen Inches' by Ten; 
Subjects from Thomſon's San * 


Celadon and Amelia, from Summer, 
Palemon and Lavinia, from Autumn. Price Half a Goin: 


SIX MORAL EMBLEMS, by the fame Artiſts ; 
Size Seven -Inches by Five. Price Half a Guinea. 
Inſtruction, Prudence, Mercy and Truth, Wiſdom, Lift, Hep. 
Two additional: Fortitude, and Meditation. Price 38. 6d. 
TWO OVALS, Six * by Four and a Half, from the 
Sentimental Journey. In the manner of Chalk. * 


The Monk at Calais. 
The Mourner at Nampont. Price 3% the Pair. 


FOUR CIRCLES, Ten Inches Diameter, engraved by tac 
Taylor, jun. from Pictures by R. e 


- Morning, from Cymbelline. 
325 Half a Gade 25 


Neon, from Gray's Elegy. 
Evening, from Twelfth Night. - 
Night, from the — of. Venice: 


Oruamented with SIX elegant Cop per- plates, hiſtorical +a 
preceptive, engraved in the manner of Chalk, ; 
A New Edition of No.I. (ci TER FE. 
= ran ts, 


DRAWING MAGAZINE, 


AND .., £8 
ARTISTS REPOSITORY. 5 
Exhibiting the Polite Arts, in their various Branches. _ | 
Calculated for both ſexes, and may be had any Numbery 
together, or complete in 39 Numbers, making 4 vol. vo. 
This intereſting work contains, among other articles, Lec 
tures on Polite Arts, by F. FFFZGERALD, Efq. Drawing - 
Maſter; a Compendium of Colours; Painting in Water Co- 
lours, Crayons, and Oil; Engraving in Chalk,  Mezzetinto, -- 
| ts qua Tinta; Landſcape, Atchitecture, &c. with TWO | 
UNDRED AND FIFTY Plates, &c. Sec. 8 
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N "WV 1 WORKS. 


2 | Thi Day, is publied (PRICE ONE .SHILLING) 
2 By C. TAYLOR, No. 10, Hol BORN, Loxpox, 


Sold by all Bookſellers, Stationers, and News Carriers in the 
Kingdom, continued Weekly, | 


No. I. (Ornamented with SIX * Copper- plates) of 


EY HISTORICAL, MORAL, AND ENTERTAINING, | 
BT FRANCIS FITZGERALD, Es d. 


Author of the Lrcrunks in the Drawing Macazine. 


| Exhibiting the Principles of Natural Science and Natural Hiſ- 
tory, in various Branches, with near Two Hundred Plates, 
Complete in Thirty-two Numbers. The Second Edition. 
The Courſe intended is, to conſider (i.) the celeſtial phe- 
| nomena, Sun, Moon, &c. whoſe influences have great effect 
| on (ii.) terreſtrial n) ce! Light, Air, Clouds, Rainbow, 
=» c. then to ſurvey (iii.) the Earth, then (iv.) its Inhabitants, 
x Men. Animals, Reptiles, Inſects, &c. down to (v.) the mi- 
1 nuteſt diſcoveries of the microſcope. 
| Alſo, No. I. Price One Shilling, of he 


ö 8 *. AND © 
NEW PRINT MAGAZINE; 
3 5 from original Pictures, of the moſt pleaſ- 

ing Subjects furuiſhed by the Arts of Deſign, in their various 
; Manners, and Branches. Complete in Twelve Numbers. 

Alſo, continued Weekly, No. I. of the 
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Tranſlated from the French of Fenelon, Archbiſhop of Cambray. 
Each Book _—_ one Number, and one Plate, price Sixpence in Oftavo, ; 
| in 'Quarto, one Shilling, with PR OO Prints. 

As the merit of this Work has been long eftabliſhed, as it is a principal book uſed 
in the inſtruftion of youth in all anc ſchools, and contains elegant and precep- 
tive amuſement well worthy general attention; to furniſh a handſume edition 
ol it, ornamented by excellent engravings, will be regarded as a ſervice to the 
Public. Complete in Twenty-five Numbers. 


*  Alfo, in Six Numbers (Price Half a Crown each Number) Six Pairs of 
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ELEGANT REPOSITORY,» 


"0 Adventures 'of Telemachus, Son of Ulyſſes. | 
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London. Publichd Jan's, 1792, by C Taylor, Nuo. near Gartle Street , Holborn . 
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Ruix Of * d TE ö a 
Confuſion on thy banners. Wait: | 1 8 205 „ IR 
Tho fann'd by Conquelt's 1 wings: n 1 
* They mock. the air with idle ſtate! SES 2 | 

Helm, nor hauberk's twiſted mail, fe am 3 * 
| „Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant hall avail r „ 
* To ſave thy ſeeret foul from nightly few, _—_ 
© From Cainbria's curſe, from Cambria 's tears! | 
Such were the ſounds that Oer the creſted — 1 3 
Of the firſt Edward ſeatterd ind d xy 
As down the ſteep of Snowdon's ſhaggy fide. « , +. 
He wound with toilſome march his long. — 80 — 
Stout Glo ſter ſtood: aghaſt in ſpeechleſs trance !.. 3 
To arms{ cried, Mortimer, and couch'd his quiv a TT 
On a rock, whoſe haughty brow fr = PT | 
Frowns Oer old GConway's foaming flood, 9 | 
Robed in the ſable garb of we, th. 


With haggard eyes the Poet ſtood; 
No- I. 10 Evir, | A i . 


ö THE BARD. 


(Looſe his beard, and hoary hair 

Stream'd like a meteor, to the troubled air) 
And with a maſter's hand, and prophet's fire, 
Struck the deep ſorrows of his lyre. 
Hark, how each giant-oak, and deſert- cave, 
885 Sigh to the torrents awful voice beneath! 
Oer thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave, | 
* Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe; 
Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 

* To high-born Hoel's harp, or ſoft Llewellyn's lay. 


Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 

That huſh'd the ſtormy main: 

Brave Urien ſleeps upon his craggy bed: 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain 

* Modred, whoſe magic ſong _ | 

* Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topp'd head, 
On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lie, 

Smd with gore, and ghaſtly pale: 

Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens fail ; 

The famiſh'd eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 
Dear loſt companions of my tuneful art, 
Dear, as the light that viſits. theſe ſad eyes, 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
© Ye died amidſt your dying country's cries— 
No more I weep. They do not fleep. 
On yonder cliffs, a grieſly band, 


* 


A PINDARIC ODE. - = 


] fee them fit; they linger yet.. 
Avengers of their native land ot get 


With me in dreadſul harmony they 1 juin, 9. Bt 
And weave with n hands the tiſſue of thy Tine. 


«. Weave the warp, and weave. the oy) 
« The winding ſheet of Edward's: race. * 
« Give ample room, and verge enough. 
« The characters of hell to trace. 5 
« Mark the year, and mark the night, 
When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright | 

« The ſhrieks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs that ring. 
« Shrieks of an agonizing King! _ WT | 
« She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, ˖ 
That tear'ſt the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
« From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 
« The ſcourge of Heav'n. What terrors round him wait! _ 
« Amazement in his van, with flight combin'd, *- -* 
And Sorrow's RE form, and Solitude pen. 


4 Mighty Victor, mighty Lord, 
« Low on his funeral couch he lies! 
No pitying heart, no eye afford 
« A'tear to grace his obſequies. 
« Is the fable warrior fled? ? 
Ar He vets among the c 


4 ru D 


be 1 that in thy noon-tide beam wert bornp 
« Gone to ſalute the riſing morn. 

« Fair laughs the Morn, and ſoft the zephyr blows, 
«* While proudly riding o'er the azure realm | 
« In gallant trim the gilded. veſſel goes; 

« Youth on the ptow, and Pleaſure at the helm; 

* Regardleſs of the ſweeping whirlwind's ſway, 
That, huſh'd in grim repoſe, expects his evening-prey. 


„ Fill high the ſparkling bowl, 
The rich repaſt prepare, 
« *Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feaſt; 
« Cloſe by the regal chair 
« Fell thirſt and famine ſcowl 
« A baleful ſmile upon their baffled gueſt. 
wk 7 ye the din of battle bray, 

Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe? 
8 5 years of havoc urge their deſtin'd courſe, 
*« And thro' the kindred ſquadrons mow their way. 
« Ye tow'rs of Julius, London's laſting ſhame, 
With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 
* Revere his conſort's faith, his father's fame, 
And ſpare the meek uſurper's holy head. 
« Above, below, the roſe of ſnow, 
„ Twind with her bluſhing toe, we ſpread ! 
* The briſtled boar in infant gore 
Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade; 


- 


A PINDARIC, ODE. 


„No, Brothers, bending o'er th accurſed wan: 
« Stamp we our VENgeance deep, and ratify his doom. 


« Edward, 10! to fudden fate 
« (Weave we the woof. The thread is ſpun * * 
« Half of thy heart we conſecrate. 4D 
„(The web is wove. The work is done * 
Stay, oh tay ! nor thus forlorn, 
Leave me unbleſsd, unpity'd, here to mourn: _ 
In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, _ - 
They melt, they vaniſh from my eyes. wi} 
But oh! what ſolemn ſcenes on Snowdon's height | 
« Deſcending ſlow their glittering ſkirts unroll ? / 
« Viſions of glory! ſpare my aching fight, 
* Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my foul! _ 
* No more, our long-loſt Arthur we bewail. 
_ * All-hail, ye genuine Kings, Britannia's iſſue, bail! 


* Girt with many a Baron bold 
Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 
* And gorgeous Dames, and Stateſman _ 
In bearded majeſty, appear. 
In the midſt a form divine! | 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-inie': | 
Her lion- port, her — face, 
* Attemper'd ſweet to virgin- grace. 
What ſtrings ſymphonious tremble in the * 
* What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her play! 


* 
7 Tut bAA DB. 


Hear few the g grabe, great Talieſin, hear; 

6 They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay. 

Bright Rapture calls, and, ſoaring as ſhe ſings, 
Waves in the eye of Heaven her many. coloured wings 


The verſe adoth again 
« Fierce War, and faithful Love, 
And Truth ſevere; by fairy Fiction dreſt. 
© In buſkin'd meaſures move | 


* Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, 
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breaſt. 


A voice, as of the cherub-chir, 


* Gales from bloomitig Eden bear; 

And diſtant warblings leſſen on my eat, 

That loſt in long futufity expire. 

Fond impious man, think'ſt thou yori ſanguine cloud, 
Rais d by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of day? 
* To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

* And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 
Enough fot me; with joy 1 ſee + 

The different doom our fates aſſign. 


© © Be thine Deſpair, and ſceptred Care; 
To triumph, and to die, are mine.” 


He ſpoke, and headlong, from the mountain's height, 


Deep in the roaring tide he plung'd to endleſs night. 
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Fe 


N theſe FR falitudes and 0 cells, 
Where heav'nly-penſive Contemplation apes, 8 
And ever-muſing Melancholy reignj 
What means this tumult in a Veſtals veins, - ** 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat? re 
Why feels my heart its long forgotten heat —95 
| Yet, yet I love! From ABELARD it Caine, — 
5 And Erorsa yet muſt kiſs the name. „ e 


Dear fatal name —— | | „ 
Nor paſs theſe lips, in holy ſilence ſeabd: 2 u_—_ 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, „ 
_ Where mix d with God's his lov d idea lies . © #3 
Oh write it not, my hand the name appears | F 
Already written——waſh it out, my tears! be: 
IL 7 | | 'A . . In 


G - . 
al war 


4 
| - 
: 


2  " ELOISA TO ABELARD. 


In vain loſt Ex ois A weeps and prays, 
Her heart ſtill dictates, and her hand obeys. 


| Relentleſs walls! whoſe darkſome round contains 

Repentant ſighs, and voluntary pain: 

Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 

Ye grots and caverns fhagg'd with horrid thorn 5 

Shrines! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep, 

And pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep ! 

Tho' cold, like you, unmov'd and filent grown, 

I have not yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. | 
Heav'n claims me all in vain, while he has part, 

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart ; 

Nor pray'rs nor falts its ſtubborn pulſe reitrain, 

Nor tears, for ages taught to flow in vain. 


Soon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, 

That well-known name awakens all my woes. 

Oh name for ever ſad! for ever dear! 
Still breath d in ſighs, . {till uſher'd with a tear. 

I tremble too where er my own I find; 

Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind, 
Line after line my guſhing eyes o'erflow, 

Led thro' a ſad variety of woe: 

Now warm in love, now with'ring in thy bloom, 
| Loſt in a convent's ſolitary gloom ! | 

There ſtern religion quench'd th' unwilling flame, 

There died the belt of paſſions, Love and Fame. 


SSA 


Let 


ELOISA TO ABELARD. 


Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo highs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away ; 
And is my ABELARD leſs kind than they ? 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in pray r: 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue; 
To read and weep 1s all they now can do. 


Then ſhare thy pain, allow that ſad relief ; 
Ah! more than ſhare it! give me all thy grief. 
Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 
Some bamiſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid ; 422 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love inſpires, 
Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fires, © 
The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 


Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart,” 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, 


And waft a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. 


Thou know'ſt how guiltleſs firſt I met. thy flame, 
When love approach'd me under friendſhip's name; 

My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 

Some emanation of th' all-beauteous mind, 

Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attemp'ring ev'ry ray, 

Shone ſweetly lambent with cceleſtial day. 

Guiltleſs I gaz'd, Heay'n liſten'd while you ſung, - 


And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 


1 ELOISA TO ABELARD; 


E 
From lips like thoſe what precept fail'd to move? f 
Too ſoon they taught me 'twas no {in to. love: 1 
Back thro' the pleaſing paths of ſenfe I ran, 4 
Nor wiſh'd an angel whom I lov'd a man. 
Dim and remote the joys of ſaints I fee ; 
Nor envy them that heav'n I loſe for thee. | G 
How oft, when .preſs'd to marriage, have I faid, = We 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love has made; Be 
Love free as air, at ſight of human ties, Tt 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. Ic 
Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, Le 
| Auguſt her deed, and ſacred be her fame; 
= ÞBetore true paſſion all thoſe views remove, 
3 Fame, wealth and honour I what are you to love ? In 
The jealous god, when we profane his fires, . 
Thoſe reſtleſs paſſions in revenge mfpires, | 
And bids them make miſtaken mortals groan, As 
Who ſeek in love for aught but love alone. The 
Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall, Hea 
Himſelf, his throne, .his world, I'd ſcorn 'em all : Ane 
Not CæsAx's empreſs would I deign to prove; Yet 
No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love: Not 
If there be yet another name, more free, Not 
More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee! | And 
Oh happy ſtate ! when ſouls each other draw, | 2 
4 Ol 


When love 1s liberty, and nature law . 
All then is full, poſſeſſing and poſſeſs d, 
No craving void left aking in the breaſt ; 


I 
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Ev'n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 
And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart. 
This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there be), 

And once the lot of ABELARD and me. 


Alas, how chang'd ! what ſudden horrors riſe ! 
A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ! 
Where, where was ELo1st? her voice, her hand, 
Her poniard, had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian, ſtay ! that bloody ſtroke reſtrain ; 
The crime was common, common bè the pain. 
I can no more; by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſs d, 
Let tears, and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 


Canſt thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn day, 
When victims at yon altar's foot we lay? 
Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world fare welt 
As with cold lips I kiſs'd the ſacred veil, 

The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale; 
Heav'n ſcarce believ'd the conquelt it ſurvey'd, 
And ſaints with wonder heard the vows I made. 
Yet then to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 

Not on the croſs my eyes were fix'd, but you: 

Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call, 

And if I loſe thy love, I loſe my all. 

Come with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe; 
Thoſe ſtill at leaſt are left thee to e 
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Still on that ER enamour'd let me lie, 
Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye. 


Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſs'd : 
Give all thou canſt—and let me dream the reſt. 
Ah no! inſtru& me other joys to prize, 


With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 


Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, 
And make my ſoul quit AstLaxD for Gop. 


Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care ; 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r. 


From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 


By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſarts led. 
You rais'd theſe hallow'd walls; the deſart ſmil'd, 
And paradiſe was open'd in the wild. 

No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores | 

Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 

No ſil ver ſaints, by dying miſers given, 

Here brib'd the rage of 1ll-requited Heav'n: 

But ſuch plain roofs as piety could raiſe, 

And only vocal with the maker's praiſe. 

In theſe lone walls (their day's eternal bound), 
Theſe moſs-grown domes with ſpiry turrets crown'd, 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 
And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light; 
Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, 


And gleams of glory brighten d all the day. 


But now no face divine contentment wears, 


"Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 


w 
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See how the force of others pray 181 y: 

{Oh pious fraud of am rous charity 1 SEO 
But why ſhould I on others pray'rs depend E 
Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend! 57 
Ah let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter move, 5 
And, all thoſe tender names in one, thy love 

The dark ſome pines that oer yon rocks reclin d, 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 

The wand'ring ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 
The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, | 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 7 
The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze: 
No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, 5 
Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid. e 
But Oer the twilight groves and duſky caves, 
Long-ſounding iſles, and intermingled 'graves, © 
Black, Melancholy fits, and round her throws 

A death-like ſilence and a dread repoſe: | 
Her gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 

Shades ev'ry flow'r and darkens evTy green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 


Yet here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay; 
Sad proof how well a lover can ARR 
Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; 
And here ev'n den del y 8 Ai alles > 40 
Here all its frailties, all its flames rehgn, 1:00” 
And wait, till 'tis- no fin to mix with thine. | 
8 |; B 


: 
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Ah wretch !' believ'd the hole of Gop in vain, 
Confeſs d within the ſlave of love and man. 
Aſſiſt me, Heay'n - but whence aroſe that pray'r ? 
Sprung it from piety, or from deſpair? —_ 
Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retires, 

Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 

T ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 

I mourn the lover, not lament the fault ; 

I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 
Repent old pleaſures, and ſolicit new: 

Now turn d to Heav'n, I weep my paſt offence, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my innocence. 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget! 

How ſhall I loſe the ſin, yer keep the ſenſe, 

And love th' offender, yet deteſt th' offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 

Or how diſtinguiſh penitence from love ? 
Unequal taſk, a paſſion to reſign! 

For hearts ſo touch'd, ſo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine. 
Ere ſuch a ſoul regains its peaceful ſtate, 

How often muſt it love, how often hate! 

How often hope, defpair, reſent, regret, 

Conceal, diſdain—do all things but forget ! 

But let Heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir d, 
Not touch'd, but rapt; not wakemd. but inſpir d! 
Oh come! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 


Renounce 985 love, my ee you. 


Fill 


It 
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Fill my fond heart with Gon alone, for he 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed to thee. 


How happy is the blameleſs Veſtal's lot! : 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal ſun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind! 

Each pray'r accepted, and each wiſh refign'd; 
Labour and reſt, that equal periods keep, 
Obedient ſlumbers that can wake and weep ; 
Deſires compos d, affections ever even; 

Tears that delight, and ſighs that waft to heav'n. 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 


And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden dreams. 


For her the Spouſe Prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins HYMEN &ALs ſing, 

For her th' unfading roſe of Eden blooms, 
And wings of Seraphs ſhed divine perfumes; 
To ſounds of Heav'nly harps ſhe dies away, 
And melts in viſions of eternal day. 


Far other dreams my erring ſoul employ, + 

Far other raptures of unholy joy. 
When at the cloſe of each ſad, ſorrowing day, 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch d away, 
Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings to thee. 
O curs'd, dear horrors of all-conſcious night! 
How v glowing guilt exalis the keen delight 

B 2 
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Provoking Dæmons all reſtraint remove, 

And ſtir within me ev'ry ſource of love. 

I hear thee, view thee, gaze oer all thy charms, | 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 

I wake: — no more I hear, no more I view; 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 2 

I call aloud ; it hears not what I ſay: | of 

I ſtretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes: 

Ye ſoft illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe ! 

Alas, no more !——methinks we wand'ring g0 

Through dreary waſtes, and weep each other's woe, 

Where round ſome mould'ring tow'r Pate 1 ivy Creeps, 

And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. 

Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ſkies ; 

Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe. 

I ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame fad proſpect find, 

And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 


» « 


For thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 
A cool ſuſpenſe from pleaſure and from pain; 
Thy life a long, dead calm of fix'd repoſe ; 
No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows. 
Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow ; 
Soft as the ſlumbers of a ſaint forgiv'n, . 
And mild as op ning gleams of promis'd heay'n. | 


2 5 8 n OR Come, 


* 4 
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come, ABzLARD! for what haſt thou to gerd. : 
The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 
Nature ſtands check d; Religion diſapproves; 
Ev'n thou art cold yet ELo1sa loves. | | 
Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames! like thoſe that bark | 5 
To light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful un. 2 


What N appear, where er I turn my view! 
The dear ideas where I fly, purſue, 
Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 
Stain all my foul, and wanton in my eyes. 
I waſte the matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 
Thy image ſteals between my God and me. 
Thy voice I ſeem in ev'ry hymn to hear, 
With ev'ry bead I drop too ſoſt a tear, , 
When from the cenſer clouds of fragrance roll. 
And ſwelling organs lift the riſing ſoul, 3 
One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight. | 7 
Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my fight : 
In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 
While altars blaze, and angels tremble round. 


While proſtrate here in humble grief I lie, 
Kind virtuous drops juſt gath'ring in my eye, 


While praying, trembling, in the dult I roll, 


And dawning grace is op ning on my ſoul: 
Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art ! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heav'n ; diſpute my heart : 
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Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 

Blot out each bright idea of the ſkies; 

Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe tears; 
Take back my fruitleſs penitence and pray'rs ; 

Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode ; 

Aſſiſt the fiends, and tear me from my Gop ! 


* 


No, fly me, fly me: far as Pole from Pole: 
Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! 
= Ah, come not, write not, think not once on me, 
= Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee. - 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory reſign; 

I F orget, renounce me, have whate'er was mine. 

1 Fair eyes, and tempting looks, (which yet I view !) 

i 0 Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu ! 
= O Grace ſerene! oh Virtue heav'nly fair! 
= Divine Oblivion of low-thoughted Care ! 

4 : Freſh blooming Hope, gay daughter of the ſky ! 

And Faith, our early immortality ! 
Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt ; 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt ! 


See in her cell ſad EL ois ſpread, 
Propt on ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead ! 
In each low wind methinks a ſpirit calls, 
And more than echoes talk along the walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
Fr rom yonder ſhrine I hoot? a hollow ſound, 


* Come, 
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Come, ſiſter, come ! (it ſaid, or ſeem d to ſay ) 


© Thy place is here, {ad filter, come away! 
Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray d. 
« Love's victim then, though now a ſainted maid : 
ut all is calm in this eternal ſleep; 

Here grief forgets to groan, ts _— 
Ev'n Superſtition loſes ev'ry fear: 

For God, not man, abſolves our galten here. 


I come, I come! prepare your roſcate bow'rs, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever- blooming flow'rs. 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in brealts ſeraphic Slow: 
Thou, ABELARD! the laſt ſad office pay, | 
And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch the flying foul ! 
Ah no in ſacred veſtments mayſt thou ſtand, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand. 
Preſent the croſs before my lifted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 

Ah then, thy once lov'd Eroisa fee ! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me, 

See from my cheek the tranſient roſes fly ! 

See the laſt {ſparkle languiſh in my eye 

Till ev'ry motion, pulſe, and breath be oer; 

And ev'n my ABELARD be lov'd no more. 

O Death all-eloquent! you only. prove 

What duſt we doat on, when tis man we love. 
by 0 | 


r 
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Then too, when fate ſhall thy fair frame deſtroy, 
(That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 
In trance ecſtatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 
Bright clouds deſcend, and Angels watch thee round ; 
From op'ning {kies may ſtreaming glories ſhine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine! 
May one kind grave unite each hapleſs name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are oer, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; ; 
If ever chance two wand' ring lovers brings 
To PARacLETES white walls and filver ſprings, 
O'er the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tears each other ſheds; 


Then ſadly ſay, with mutual pity mov'd, 


* Oh may we never love as theſe have lov'd!” 
From the full quire when loud Hoſannas riſe, 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful facrifice, 
Amid that ſcene, if ſome relentingeye 

Glance on the ſtone where our cold relics lie, 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from heay” n, 
One human tear ſhall drop and be ſorgiv n. 
And ſure if fate ſome future bard ſhall join 

In ſad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, 
Condemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 


And image charms he mult behold no more; 


Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well, 
Let him our fad, our tender ſtory tell; | 
The well ſung woes will ſooth my penſive ghoſt ; 


e belt can paint them, who ſhall feel them moſt, 
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By us CAWTHORNS: 


H, why this bodingS Start! iis Tudden Pak; 511 
That wings my Pulſe, and ſhoots from Vein to Vein? 
What mean, regardleſs of yon Midnight Bell, 

Theſe earth-born Viſions ſaddening oer my Celle 

What ſtrange Diſorder prompts theſe Thoughts de 
Theſe Sighs to murmur, and theſe Tearh to r * "ey: 
Tis ſhe, tis ELoisa's Form feſtor d, 1 3 
Once a pure Saint, and more ban Saints dard 4% I 
She comes in all her killing Charms confeſt. 
Glares thro! the Gloom, and pours upon my Breaſt, * 
Bids Heaven's bright Guard from Pa RACLETE remove, 


And drags me back to Miſery and Love. 
k 


Enjoy thy Triumphs, dear Mufion! ſee. 

This ſad Apoſtate from his God to thee ; -- 

See, at thy Call, my guilty Warmths return, 

Flame thro' my Blood, and ſteal me from my Urn. 

Yet, yet, frail ABzzLarD! one Effort try, | 

Ere the laſt lingering Spark of Virtue die: vous 

The deadly charming Sorcereſs controul, wan! . 

And, ſpite of Nature, tear her =o 5 2, 1 
No. V. | 1 ch Long 


1111 wp 210184 
Long has that Soul in theſe unſocial Woods, 


Where 2 — muſes, and where Horror broods, 


From Love's wild viſionary Wiſhes ſtray d, 
And ſought to loſe thy Beauties in the Shade. 
Faith dropt a Smile, Devotion lent her Fire, 
Woke the keen Pang, and ſanctify'd Deſire ; 
Led me enraptur'd to the bleſt Abode, 

And taught my Heart to glow with all its God. 
But oh, how weak her Faith and Virtue prove, 
When ELo1sa melts away in Love! 
When her fond Soul impaſſion d, rapt, , 
No Joy forgotten, and no Wiſh conceal'd, 
Flows thro” her Pen as Infant Softneſs free, 
And fiercely ſprings in Ecſtaſies to me. 

Ye Heavens! as walking in yon ſacred Fane, 
With every Seraph warm in every Vein, 

Juſt as Remorſe had rous'd an aching Sigh, 
And my torn Soul hung trembling 1n my Eye, 
In that kind Hour thy fatal Letter came, 

I ſaw, I gaz d, I ſhiver d at the Name; 

The conſcious Lamps at once forgot to ſhine, 
Prophetic Tremors ſhook the hallow'd Shrine; 
Prieſts, Cenſers, Altars, from thy Genius fled, 
And Heaven itſelf ſhut on me while I read. 


Dear ſmiling Miſchief! art thou ſtill the ſame, 
The ſtill pale Victim of ton ſoft a Flame ? 
Warm as when firſt with more than mortal Shine 
Each melting Eye- ball mix d thy Saul with mine? 


Have 
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Have not thy Tears for ever taught to flow, 

The Glooms of Abſence, and the Pangs of Woe, 

The Pomp of Sacrifice, the whiſper'd Tale, | 

The dreadful Vow yet hovering oer thy Veil, | 
Drove this bewitching Fondneſs from thy Breaſt ? 2 
Curb'd the looſe Wiſh, and form d each Pulſe to reſt? 
And canſt thou ſtill, ſtill bend the ſuppliant Knee 

To Love's dread Shrine, and weep and ſigh for me? 

Then take me, take me, lock me in thy Arms, 

Spring to my Lips, and give me all thy Charms : 

No, fly me, fly me, ſpread th' impatient Sail, 

Steal the Lark's Wing, and mount the ſwifteſt Gale; 

Skim the laſt Ocean, freeze beneath the Pole; 

Renounce me, curſe me, root me from thy Soul " 

Fly, fly, for Juſtice bears the Arm of God, 

And the graſp'd Vengeance only waits his Nod, 


Are theſe my Wiſhes? can they thus aſpire? 

Does Phrenzy form them, or does Grace inſpire ? 
Can ABELARD, in Hurricanes of Zeal, 
Betray his Heart, and teach thee not to feel? 
Teach thy enamour'd Spirit to.difown 
Each human Warmth, and chill thee into Stone? 
Ah, rather let my tendereſt Accents move - 
The laſt wild Tumults of unholy Love ! 12 
On that dear boſom trembling let me lie, 
Pour out my Soul, and in fierce Raptures die, 
Rouze all my Paſſions, act my Joys anew, 
Farewell, ye Cells! ye martyr'd Saints, acheu! 

Sleep, 
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Sleep, Conſcience, ſleep! each awful Thought be drown'd, 


And ſeven-fold Darkneſs veil the Scene around. 
What means this Pauſe, this agonizing Start? 


This Glimpſe of Heaven quick-ruſhing through my Heart ? 


Methinks I ſee a radiant Croſs diſplay'd, 

A wounded Saviour bleeds along the Shade ; 
Around th' expiring God bright Angels fly, 
Swell the loud Hymn, and open all the Sky: 
O fave me, ſave me, ere the Thunders roll, 
And Hell's black Caverns ſwallow up my Soul. 


Return, ye Hours! when guiltleſs of a Stain, 
My ſtrong-plum'd Genius throbb'd in every Vein, 
When warm'd with all th Acyertian Fanes infpird, 
All ATHeNs boaſted, and all Rows admir'd; 
My Merit in its full Meridian ſhone, 
Each Rival bluſhing, and each Heart my own. 
Return, ye Scenes !—ah no, from Fancy fly, 
On Time's ſtretch'd Wing, till each Idea die, 
Eternal fly, ſince all that Learning gave, 


(Too weak to conquer, and too fond to ſave) 5 


To Love's ſoft Empire every Wiſh betray'd, 
And left my Laurels withering in the Shade. 
Let me forget, that while deceitful Fame 


Graſp'd her ſhrill Trump, and filFd it with my Name, 


Thy ſtronger Charms, impower'd by Heav'n to move 
Each Saint, each bleſt Inſenſible to Love, 

At once my Soul from bright Ambition won, 
I'hugg'd the Dart, I wiſh'd to be undone; 


* 4 


No 
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No more pale Science durſt my Thoughts engage. 
Inſipid Dulneſs hung on every Page; 

The Midnight Lamp no more enjoy d its Blaze, 
No more my Spirit fle from Maze to Maze; 
Thy Glances bade Philoſophy reſigg 

Her Throne to thee, and every Senſe was thine. 


But what could all the Froſts of Wiſdom do. 
Oppos'd to Beauty, when it melts in you ? 
Since theſe dark, cheerleſs, ſolitary Caves, 
Death-breathing Woods, and daily-opening Graves, 
Miſhapen Rocks, wild Images of Woe, 
For ever howling to the Deeps below; 
Ungenial Deſarts, where no vernal Shower ff 
Wakes the green Herb, or paints th' unfolding Flowr; 
Th' imbrowning Glooms theſe holy Manſions ſhed, 
The night-born Horrors brooding o'er my Bed, 
The diſmal Scenes black Melancholy pours 
Oer the ſad Viſions of enanguiſh'd Hours; 
Lean Abſtinence, wan Grief, low-thoughted Care, 
Diſtracting Guilt, and Hell's worſt Fiend, Deſpair, * 
Conſpire, in vain, with all the A. ids of Art, | | 
To blot thy dear Idea from my Heart. 


Deluſive, ſightleſs God of warm Deſire 
Why would'ſt thou wiſh to ſet a Wretch on Fire ? 
Why lives thy ſoft Divinity where Woe 
Heaves the pale Sigh, and Anguiſ h loves to glow ? 
Fly to the Mead, the Daiſy-paintied Vale, 


Breathe in its Sweets, and melt along the Gale; a 
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Fly where gay Scenes luxurious Youths employ, 
Where every Moment ſteals the Wings of Joy ; 
There may'ſt thou ſee, low proſtrate at thy Throne, 
Devoted Slaves and Victims all thy own : 

Each Village-Swain the Turk-built Shrine ſhall raiſe, 
And Kings command whole Hecatombs to blaze. 


O Memory! ingenious to revive 
Each fleeting Hour, and teach the paſt to live, 
Witneſs what Conflicts this frail Boſom tore ! 

What Griefs I ſulfer'd ! and what Pangs I bore ! 

How long I ſtruggled, labour'd, ſtrove to ſave 

An Heart that panted to be {till a Slave ! 

When Youth, Warmth, Rapture, Spirit, Love, and Flame, 
4 Seiz'd every Senſe, and burnt thro' all my Frame; 

; From Youth, Warmth, Rapture, to theſe Wilds I fled, 
My Food the Herbage, and the Rock my Bed. 
There, while theſe venerable Cloyſters riſe 
Oer the bleak Surge, and gain upon the Skies, 

My wounded Soul indulg'd the Tear to flow 

O'er all her ſad Viciſſitudes of Woe ; 

Profuſe of Life, and yet afraid to die, 

Guilt in my Heart, and Horror in my Eye, 

With ceaſeleſs Prayers, the whole Artillery given 

To win the Mercies of offended Heaven, 

Each Hill, made vocal, echo'd all around, 

While my torn Breaſt knock'd bleeding on the Ground. 
Yet, yet, alas! tho' all my Moments fly 


Stain'd by a Tear, and darken'd in a Sigh; oth 
rb Tho”. 
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Tho' meagre Faſts have on my Cheek diſplay d-. 
The Duſk of Death, and ſunk me to a Shade, 

Spite of myſelf the ſtill-impoiſoning Dart 

Shoots thro' my Blood, and drinks up all my Heart; 
My Vows and Wiſhes wildly diſagree, 

And Grace itſelf miſtakes my God for thee. 


Athwart the Glooms, that wrap the midnight Sky, 
My ELo1sa ſteals upon my Eye; 
For ever riſes in the ſolar Ray, 
A Phantom brighter than the Blaze of Day; 
Where-e'er I go, the viſionary Gueſt 
Pants on my Lip, or ſinks upon my Breaſt ; 
Unfolds her Sweets, and, throbbing to deſtroy, *. 
Winds round my Heart in Luxury of Joy : 
While loud Hoſannas ſhake the Shrines around, 
I hear her ſofter Accents in the Sound: 
Her Idol-beauties on each Altar glare, 
And Heaven much-injur'd has but half my Prayer; 
No Tears can drive her hence, no Pangs controul, 
For every Object brings her to my Soul, 


Laſt Night, reclining on yon airy Steep, 
My buſy Eyes hung brooding oer the Deep; 
The breathleſs Whirlwinds ſlept in every Cave, 
And the ſoft Moon-beam danc'd from Wave to Wave ; 
Each former Bliſs in thjs bright Mirror ſeen, 
With all my Glories, dawn'd upon the Scene, 
Recall'd the dear auſpicious Hour anew, 
When my fond Soul to ELo1sa flew ; 
No. V, i 
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When, with keen ſpeechleſs Ecſtaſies oppreſt, 
Thy frantic Lover ſnatch'd thee to his Breaſt, 
Gaz d on thy Bluſhes arm d with every Grace, 
And ſaw the Goddeſs beaming in thy Face! 

Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent Wiſhes move 
Each Pulſe to Rapture, atid'cath Glanoe to Love. 
But lo! the Winds deſcend, the Billows roar, 
Foam to the Clouds, and burſt upon the Shore, 
Vaſt Peals of Thunder oer the Ocean roll, 

The Flame-wing'd Lightning. gleams from Pole to Pole. 
At once the pleaſing Images withdrew, 

And more than Horrors crowded on my View; 
Thy Uncle's Form, in all his Ire array d, 

r dreadful ſtalk d along the Shade; 

Pierc'd by his Sword, I ſunk upon the Ground, 
The Spectre ghaſtly ſmil'd upon the Wound: 

A Group of black Infernals round me hung, 

And toſs'd my Infamy from Tongue to Tongue. 


Deteſted Wretch ! how impotent thy Age! 
How weak thy Malice! and how kind thy Rage! 
Spite of thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
Thy murdering Hand has left me all my Heart; 
Left me each tender, fond Affection, warm, 
A Nerve to tremble, and an' Eye to charm. 
No, cruel, cruel, exquiſite in Ill, 
Thou thought ſt it dull Barbarity to Kill; i 
My Death had robb'd loſt Vengeance of her Toil, 
And ſcarcely warm'd a Scythian to a Smile: 
: — Sublimer 
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Sublimer Furies taught thy Soul to glow 

With all their ſavage Myſteries of Woe; 

Taught thy unfeeling Poniard to deſtroy 

The Powers of Nature, and the Source of Joy; 
To ſtretch me on the Racks of vain Deſire, 
Each Paſſion throbbing, and each Wiſh on fire: 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleſt, 

Fiends in my Veins, and Hell within my Breaſt. 


Aid me, fair Faith! aſſiſt me, Grace 8 
Ye Martyrs! bleſs me, and ye Saints! refine; 
Ye ſacred Groves! ye Heaven- devoted Walls! 
Where Folly fickens, and where Virtue calls ; 
Ye Vows! ye Altars! from this Boſom tear 
Voluptuous Love, and leave no Anguiſh there: 70 


Oblivion! be thy blackeſt Plume difplay'd, 

O'er all my Griefs, and hide me in the Shade; 
And thou, too fondly iddliz d! attend, 

While awful Reaſon whiſpers in the Friend: 
Friend, did I fay? Immortals! what a Name ! 
Can dull, cold Friendſhip own ſo wild a Flame? 
No; Et thy Lover, whoſe enkindling Eye 
Shot all his Soul between thee and the Sky, 
Whoſe Warmths bewitch'd thee, whoſe unhallow'd Song 
Call'd thy rapt Ear to die upon his Tongue, 

Now ſtrongly rouze, while Heaven his Zeal inſpires, 
Diviner Tranſports, and more holy Fires ; 

Calm all thy Paſſions, all thy Peace reſtore, 

And teach that ſnowy Breaſt to heave no more, 


Torn 
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Torn from the World, within dark Cells immur d, 


By Angels guarded, and by Vows ſecur'd, 

To all that once awoke thy Fondneſs dead, 

And Hope, pale Sorrow's laſt ſad Refuge, fled ; 
Why wilt thou weep, and ſigh, and melt in vain, 
Brood o'er falſe Joys, and hug th' ideal Chain ? 
Say, canſt thou wiſh, that, madly wild to fly 


From yon bright Portal opening in the Sky, 


Thy ABELARD ſhould bid his God adieu, 
Pant at thy Feet, and taſte thy Charms anew ? 
Ye Heavens! if to this tender boſom wood, 
Thy mere Idea harrows up my Blood ; 

If one faint Glimpſe of ELoist can move 
The fierceſt, wildeſt Agonies of Love; 

What ſhall I be, when, dazzling as the Light, 
Thy whole Effulgence flows upon my Sight ? 
Look on thy ſelf, conſider who thou art, 
And learn to be an Abbefs in thy Heart ; 


See, while Devotion's ever- melting Strain 


Pours the loud Organ thro' the trembling Fane, 


Von pious Maids each earthly Wiſh diſown, 
| Kiſs the dread Croſs, and crowd upon the Throne; 


O let thy Soul the ſacred Charge attend, 

Their Warmths inſpirit, and their Virtues mend; 
Teach every Breaft from eyery Hymn to fteal 
The Seraph's Meekneſs, and the Seraph's Zeal ; 
To riſe to Rapture, to diſſolve away | 
In Dreams of Heaven, and lead thyſelf the Way, 


Till 
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Till all the Glories of the bleſt Abode: 

Blaze on the Scene; and every Thought is God 
While thus thy exemplary: Cares prevail, 
And make each Veſtal ſpotleſs as her Veil, 

Th' eternal Spirit o'er thy Cell ſhall move 

In the ſoft Image of the myſtic Dove; 

The long-loſt Gleams of heavenly Comfort bring 
Peace in his Smile, and Healing on his Wing; 
At once remove Afflition from thy Breaſt, 

Melt o'er thy Soul,. and huſh her Pangs to reſt. 


O that my Soul, from Love's curſt Bondage free, 
Could catch the Tranſports that I urge to thee! 
O that ſome Angel's more than magic Art m0 
Would kindly tear the Hermit from his Heart! 
Extinguiſh every guilty Senſe, and leave 
No Pule to riot, and no Sigh to heave. | 
Vain, fruitleſs Wiſh? ſtill, ſtill, the vigorous Flame 
Burſts, like an Earthquake, thro' my ſhatter'd Frame; 
Spite of the Joys that Truth and Virtue prove, 
I feel but thee, and breathe not but to love: 
Repent in vain, ſcarce wiſh to be forgiven; 
Thy Form my Idol, and thy Charms my Heaven. 


Yet, yet, my Fair! thy nobler Efforts try, 
Litt me from Earth, and give me to the Sky; 
Let my laſt Soul thy brighter Virtues feet, 


Warm'd with thy Hopes, and wing'd with all thy Zeal. 


And when, low bending at the hallow'd Shrine, 
Thy contrite Heart ſhall AzzLAz reſign ; 


it: 


When. 
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When pitying Heaven, impatient to forgive, 
Unbars the Gates of Light, and bids thee live; 
Seize on th' auſpicious Moment ere it flee, 
And aſk the ſame immortal Boon for me. 


Then when theſe black terrific Scenes are Oer, 
And rebel Nature chills the Soul no more; 
When on thy Cheek th expiring Roſes fade, 
And thy laſt Luſtres darken in the Shade; 
When, arm'd with quick Varieties of Pain, 

Or creeping dully ſlow from Vein to Vein, 
Pale Death ſhall ſet my kindred Spirit free, 
And theſe dead Orbs forget to doat on thee; 
Some pious Friend, whoſe wild Affections glow 
Like ours, in ſad Similitude of Woe, 

Shall drop one tender, ſympathizing Tear, 
Prepare the Garland, and adorn the Bier: 

Our lifeleſs Reliques in one Tomb enſhrine, 
And teach thy genial Duſt to mix with mine. 


Mean while, divinely purg'd from every Stain, 
Our active Souls ſhall climb th' ethereal Plain, 
To ezch bright Cherub's Purity aſpire, 
Catch all his Zeal, and pant with all his Fire; 
There, where no Face the Gloom of Anguiſh wears, 
No Uncle murders, and no Paſſion tears 
Enjoy with Heaven Eternity of Reſt, 
Far ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt, 
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Js Turtle tells hey aa b a Sart 
Sequeſter'd in ſome ſhadowy vale: ll 1 1 | 
The Lark in radiant ether floats,” Fort? | 
And ſwells ha wild coitus M ah ch 19 e | 
Meanwhile on yonder hawthorn fpray - Deli An bun 2 | 1 
The Liner wakes her r lay; ——Z— 
She flutters Oer no ſun-ſhine med. 
No love-lorn griefs depreſs her ſong 
No raptures lift it Joadly high, 1 RY 
But ſoft ſhe trills, amid th atrial throng, / | | 
Smooth ſimple ſtrains of lob reſt harmony. 


Sweet Bird! like thine our lay ſhal flow, | 
Nor gaily briſk, 3 ſlow; | 


For 
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Por to thy note, ſedate and clear, 
__ _ Conrenr ſtill lends a liſt ning ear. TORT... 
Reclin'd this moſſy bank along. BY ; 
Oft has ſhe heard thy careleſs fong : 8 


Why hears not now ? What fairer grove 
From Harewood lures her devious love ? 
What fairer grove than Harewoog knows, 
More woodland walks, more fragrant gales, 
More ſhadowy bow'rs, inviting ſoft repoſe, 
More ſtreams ſlow-wand' ths thro her winding vales ? 


ws. 


Perhaps to ſome lone cave the Rover flies, 
Where lull'd in pious peace the Hermit lies. 2 
For, from the Hall's tumultuous ſtate, 2 
Where banners wave with blazon' d gold. 


There will the meek- eyed Matron oft retreat, Th 
And with the ſolemn Sage high converſe: hold. Th 
There, Goddeſs, on the ſhaggy mound, 1 is, 


Where tumbling torrents roar around, 
Where pendant mountains o'er your head go 
Stretch their reverential ad 
You liſten, while the holy Seer 

Slowly chaunts his vefpers Sons ; 

Or of his ſparing meſs partake, 2 
The ſav'ry Pony the wheaten cake, IANS 


0.07: NSD: 5 
The bev'rage cool of limpid nll. 
Then, riſing light, your hoſt you bleſs, 
And oer his faintly temples bland diſtil 
Seraphic day-dreams of heav'n's happineſs. 
Where'er thou art, enchanting Power, 
Thou ſoon wilt ſmile in Harewood's bower : 
Soon will thy fairy feet be ſeen, 
Printing this dew-impearled green ; 
Soon ſhall we-mark thy geſtures meek, 
Thy glitt'ring eye, and dimpled cheek, 
Among the welcome gueſts that move 
Attendant on the ſtate of Love. 1 
There, when the Sov'reign leads along 
Of Sports and Smiles a jocund train, 
Then laſt, but lovelieſt of the lovely throng, 
Thou com'ſt to ſoften, yet ſecure his reign. 


And, hark! completing our prophetic lay, | —_—_— 
The fleet hoof rattles o'er the flinty way ; _ | 77 
Now nearer, and now nearer, ſounds. 
Avaunt! ye vain, deluſive Fears a 
Hark ! Echo tells thro Hare wood's ampleſt bounds, 
That Love, Content, and ATHELWOLD appears. 
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PITY the "VET: of a poor old man, 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne Him to your dor, 


Whoſe days are dwindled to the thbrieft ſpan, ory 111 
Oh! give relief, and n +. 10 ot 
LO 3 VI Gb 77 ITONLL Dis f Vi 315183 74 


Theſe tatter d clothes my poverty beſpeak, 

Theſe hoary locks proclaitn my Teagtberdyeats;) (** 
And many a furrow ini my grief. worn check d 
Has been the channel to a flood öf teak >nobasds e 


160? O 25 vOq Ing! Nt Book 60 
Yon houſe, ereed on the riſing ground, ; FI 
With tempting aſpett drew me from bord 12009} N 
For plenty there a refidence has' vt of Ps b Hon 
And grandeur a magnificent abode. $198 gattoni! l 


197 0) BHO 5d 1191 bat 
Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ! 
Here, as I crav'd a morſel of their bread, ©" TIO! 213 T 
A pamper'd menial drove me from rk 1 en 0d 
To ſeek a ſhelter 1 in an bumbler ane N 5 ö 

Dein 91191 ig ! 0 

Oh! take me to your hoſpitable dne be 1 
Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold ! 
Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, 


For I am poor and miſerably old. 


Should I reveal the fources of my grief, 
If foft humanity cer touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 


And tears of pity would not be repreſt. 
Heaven 


nl ons By 
Heaven ſends misfortunes ; why ſhould we repine 7 
Tis Heaven has brought me to the ſtate you ſee 


And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
The child of forrow and of 6 <a 


A little farm was wy paternal lot, | 
Then like the lark I ſprightly haild the morn; 
But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 

My cattle dy'd, and bli ghted was =o corn. 


My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 
Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage, 


And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife, ſweet ſoother of my care 
Struck with ſad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 
Fell, ling ring fell, a victim to deſpair, 
And left the world to wretchedneſs nd me. 


Pity the ſorrows of a poor old man, | 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt pan, | 
Oh!] give relief, and e will bleſs your ore: 
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61 een bun ern Bal. 
ERE, on ny fatite ſhore techn d. 

Yi While ſilence rules this midhight/hour, 
I worthet. guddeſa; a αο,ꝭͤ¾t mand... 
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And bd ole ee — 
Bid my calm foul with all thy influence ſhine ; 


As yon chaſle orb along this ample tide” © or 
Draw che Wing lifireof her flyer nds 
While the huſh'd breeze its laſt weak whilper blows, 
And lulls old ſlumber man 


4 . 2 = 
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5 1 | 22165 II. r 10 affect; r ” "0 | 
Come toy 's ardent prayer | 4 
A | 
No knot waving hair : 8 
No zone thy aps pr, e al 
Unſullieck Honour ebe oe brow; 
And caridour brightens in thy rar mis * al 
Thy bluſh is warm -content's theres] glow ; r 
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As now Oer this lone beach I ſtray, 
Thy fav rite ſwain oft ſtole along, 
And artleſs tun'd his Dorian lay, 
Fear from the buſy throng. 


As 


Z. 


* 


Thou heard ſt him, goddeſs, ſtrike the * | 
And bad 'ſt his foul with e- e 


Soon theſe reſponſive ſhores forgot to ring. 


With beauty's praiſe, or plaint of ſlighted love; 


To loftier flights his daring genius role, 


Pointed with fatire's keeneſt ſteel, 
The ſhafts of wit he darts around; 
Ev'n mitred Dulneſs learns to feel, | 


And led the war, gainſt thine, and Freedom's foes. 


And ſhrinks beneath the wound. 


In awful poverty his honeſt muſe 


Walks forth vindictive thro” a venal land: 


In vain Corruption ſheds her golden dews, .- 


In vain Oppreſſion lifts her iron hand; en 
He ſcorns them both, and, arm d with e Ney 


Bids Luſt and Folly tremble” on the throne.” 
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v. Behold, 


ODE TO INDEPENDENCE, 3 


v. E | 
Behold, like him, immoital mad. s 
The muſes veſtal fires I bring: 
Hove, oy Bp IE nee 
Propitious wave thy wing. * Os. | \ A 4 
And fan them to that dazzling blaze of long, 3 
Which glares tremendous on the ſons of pride. 
But, hark, methinks I hear her ballow'd tongue! 
In diſtant trills it echoes o'er the tide; 
Now meets mine car with warbles wildly free, 
As ſells ee hh mane een; : 


1197 


WL 
5 Fond youth! e esst pattie fame, 
IThy humble breaſt muſt ne ex aſpire, 
Vet nouriſh ſtill the lambent flame; 
w Still ſtrike thy blameleſs Iyre; 1 
8 Led by the meal nels ſecurely rove; 18 N 
And all the vernal ſweets thy vacant youth 
Can cull from buſy Fancy s fairy grove, 
O hang their foliage round the fane A OY 
Jo arts like theſe devote thy tuneful toil, 
And meet its fair reward in D'Azcy's ſmile. 


VII. „ 'Tis 


On TO IN DEPENDENCE. 


VII. | 
« *Tis he, my ſon, alone ſhall cheer, 
„ Thy fickning foul; at that fad hour, 
When oer a much-loy'd parents bier 
6 Thy duteous ſorrows ſhower : | | 
At that ſad hour, ee 

« When pining Care leads on her pallid train; ** 
« And ſees thee, like the weak and widow'd vine, 

« Winding thy blaſted tendrils Oer the plain. 
At that ſad hour ſhall DAR lend his aid, 


* And raiſe with Friendſhip's arm thy drooping head. 
VIII. 
by r n the muſes meed, 
That hloom d thoſe vocal ſlides ktnong, 
« Where never Flattery dard Wane, 
Or Infreſt's ſervile throng. © 
Receive, thou favour'd ſon, at my Command, 
« And keep, with ſacred care, for DARC 's brow : 
“Tell him, 'twas twin'd by my immortal hand, 
« I breath'd on every flower a purer glow ; 1 
*«« Say, for thy ſake, I ſend the gift divine 
__« To him, who calls thee HIS, yet makes thee MIN E. 
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I 
5 Ones Suraindrdyapis Manes * 
| Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 3 SC 

While iky- -arkwioaring bib n ON 

| Were warbling der het bead; N 
And doves in tender cpoing oO d. 
(As mutual love they feel) 

She ſung, but ſtill her work purſued, 

And turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 

« While thus I work with rock and reel, 
Our life by time is ſpun; 5 T 
uh « And, as runs round my ſpinning- wheel, 

The world turns up and down: _- 2 + 

1 Some rich to- day, to-morrow poor, 1 
« While I no changes feel, YA on 

Rut ſit, induſtrious, at my door, 

8 And turn my ſpinning-wheel. 


From me let men, and women too. 3 

This homeſpun leſſon learn, © 4 
Not mind what other people do, 

But eat the bread they earn: 

If none were fed, in each degree, 
But who deſery'da meal, | 9 
Some ladies then, as well as me, +49 
Muſt turn the ſpi F I.” | WL 
No. VII. 16 Ener. E _ | b 1 
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THE SPINNING-=WHEEL. 


The rural Toaſt in artlefs tone 
Illkhuus ſung her penſive ſtrain, ' 
When oer the ſtile leap'd faithful Jonx, 
Who long hall plough'd the main: 
She turn'd to vjew her future ſpouſe ; 
(Away flew rock and reel) _ 
Now keeps, in happinels, his houſe, 
And turns her ſpinning-w 
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EN CE, loathed Melanchob v, 
Of Cerberus and blackeſt Midnight born, 

In Stygian Cave forlorn, 

'Mong horrid ſhapes, and ſhricks, and ſighs unholy; 
Find out ſome uncouth cell, 

Where brooding Darkneſs ſpreads his jealous wings, 
And the night- raven ſings; 

There under Ebon ſhades, and Jow-brow'd rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, © 

In dark Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. 
But come, thou Goddeſs fair and free, 
In Heavn yclep'd EurnROSLNE, 
And by men, heart-eaſing MizTH ; 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth 
With two Siſter Graces more, 
To Ivy-crowned Baccavs bore; . 
Or whether (as ſome ſager fling) 


The frolic wind that breathes the Spring, 
er e ZEPHYR, 


= mm nge. — = 


 Zernys, with AuRoRa playing, 


And at my window bid good morrow, 
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As he met her once a maying, 
There on beds of violets blue, 
And freſh-blown roſes waſh'd in dew, 
Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 

Haſte thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeſt and youthful jollity, 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wales, 
Nods and becks, and wreathed ſmiles, 
Such as hang on HERE's cheek, 


And love to live in dimple ſleek; 


Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his ſides: 
Come, and trip it as you go 

On the light fantaſtic toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee 
The Mountain Nymph, ſweet LIBERTY; 
And if I give thee honour due, 
MizTH, admit me of thy crew, 

To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreproved pleaſures free; 

To hear the Lark begin his flight, 
And ſinging ſtartle the dull Night; 
From his watch tow'r in the ſkies 
Till the dappled dawn doth riſe ; 
Then to come, 1n ſpite of ſorrow, 


Through 
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Through the ſweet-briar, or the vine, 

Or the twiſted eglantine; 

While the Cock, with lively din, 

Scatters the rear of darkneſs thin, 

And to the ſtack, or the barn-door, 

Stoutly ſtruts his dames before. 

Oft liſtening how the hounds and horn 

Cheerly rouſe the ſlumb'ring morn, 
From the ſide of ſome hoar hill, 

Through the high wood echoing ſhrill ; 

Sometime walking not unſeen 


By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, | ' 


Right againſt the Eaſtern gate, 

Where the great Sun begins his ſtate, 170 
Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 

The clouds in thouſand liveries dight, 
While the Plowman near at hand 

Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land, 

And the Milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 

And the Mower whets his ſcithe, 

And every Shepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale ; 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleaſures 
While the landſcape round it meaſures, 
Ruſlet lawns, and fallows gray, 

Where the nibbling flocks do ſtray; 
Mountains, on whoſe barren breaſt 


The labouring clouds do often reſt, 
| = Meadows 
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Meadows trim with daiſies pied, 


Shallow brooks, and rivers wide: 


Towers and battlements it ſees 

Boſom'd high in tufted trees, 

Where perhaps ſome beauty lies, 

The Cynoſure of neighbouring eyes. 
Hard by, a Cottage chimney ſmokes, 
From betwixt two aged oaks, 

Where Cox v Do and Tayrs1s met, 
Are at their ſavoury dinner ſet 

Of herbs, and other country meſſes, 
Which the neat- handed PhiLLIs dreſſes; 
And then in haſte her bower ſhe leaves, 
With TükESsTvIIs to bind the ſheaves; 
Or, if the earlier ſeaſon lead, 


Jo the tann'd hay- cock in the mead. 


Sometimes with ſecure delight 
The up-land hamlets will invite, 
When the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks ſound 
To many a youth, and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade ; 
And young and old come forth to play 
On the ſun- ſhine holy-day, 
Till the live- long day- light fail 
Then to the ſpicy nut- brown ale, 
With ſtories told of many a feat, 
How Fairy Mas the junkets eat; 

4 She 


\F 


LALLEGRO. 6. ; 


She was pinch'd and pull'd, ſhe ſaid, 
And he by Fairies lanthorn-led ; 

Tells how the drudging GosBrLin ſweat, 
To earn his cream-bowl duly let, 

When in one night, ere glimpſe of morn, 
His ſhadowy flail had threſh'd the corn, 
That ten day-labourers could not end; 
Then hes him down the lubbar Fiend, 


And ſtretch'd out all the chimney's length, 


Baſks at the fire his hairy ſtrength ; 

And crop-full out of doors he flings, 

Ere the firſt cock his matin rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whiſpering winds ſoon lull d aſleep. 
Towered Cities pleaſe us then, 

And the buſy hum of men, 

Where throngs of Knights and Barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 
With ſtore of Ladies, whoſe bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 

Of wit, or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace whom all commend. 
There let HyMEN oft appear 

In ſaffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 

With maſk, and antique pageantry, 
Such ſights as youthful Poets dream 


On Summer eves by haunted ſtream. 
Then 
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Then to the well-trod Stage anon, 
If Jonxsox's learned ſock be on, 
Or ſweeteſt SHAKESPEARE, Fancy's child, 
Warble his native, wood-notes wild : 
And ever againſt eating cares, 
Lap me in ſoft Lydian airs, 
Married to immortal verſe 
Such as the melting ſoul may pierce, 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linked ſweetneſs, long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running; 
Untwiſting all the chains that tie 
The hidden ſoul of Harmony ; 
That Ozenevs ſelf may heave his head, 
From golden {lumber on a bed 
Of heap'd Elyſian flowers, and hear 
Such ſtrains as would have won the ear 
Of Pro ro, to have quite ſet free 
His halt-regain'd EuryDICE. 
Theſe delights if thou canſt give, 
MikTy, with thee I mean to hve. 
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Te wanton on rope rich os: | =; 25d 
Have ſhot my fawn, a it "will FOO 29 


Ungentle men they cannot thrive © 


Who kill'd thee; thou ne'er didit. ae, - 
Them any harm: alas! nor could nn arg a Ty 
Thy death yet do them any'good. oe 
I'm ſure I never wiſh'd'them ut; -© rol 2 
Nor do I for all this nor will wc oh 5 2 
But, if my ſimple prayers may yet” 22 
Prevail with Heaven to forget ds: $1956 
Thy murder; I will join my tears 
Rather than fail. But, O my fears! 


It cannot die ſo: Heavens King f 
Keeps regiſter of every thing; OP ren 
And nothing we may uſe in van 


Ev'n beaſts muſt be With juſtice lain 


Elſe men are made their deod andes. 
Though they ſhould waſh their guilty hands 
In this warm life- blood, which doth part 
From thine, and wound me to the Heart! 


Yet could they not be clean: their flain 


Is dy'd in ſuch a purple grain. 
There 3 is not rout gen ond, in 
The world, to offer for their fin. - 


Inconſtant Sy Lviogwhen yet (pag a 
1 bad not found him oounterfeit, 10 ff frog 36 


1 _ 
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T yd in this filver chain and bell, 


THE WOUNDED FAWN, 
One morning (I remember well) 


Gave it to me; nay, and 1 know - 
What he then ſaid, I'm ſure I do. 


Said he, © Look how your huntſman here FA 


Hath taught a fawn to hunt his dear.“ 
But SyLv1o ſoon had me beguiFd : 
This waxed tame, while he grew wild, 
And, quite regardleſs of my ſmart, 
Left me his fawn, but took his heart. 


Thenceforth I ſet myſelf to play. 
| ſolitary time away 
Wi this ; and very well content. 
Could ſo mine idle life have ſpent. 
For it was full of ſport ; and light 
Of foot, and heart; and did invite 
Me to its game: it ſeem d to bleſs 
Itſelf in me: how could I leſs 
Than love it? O, I cannot be 
Unkind t' a beaſt that loveth me! 


Had it liv'd long, I do not know 
Whether it too might have done ſo 
As Sy1.vio did: his gifts might be, 
Perhaps, as falſe, or more than he: 
But I am ſure, for aught that 1 
Could in ſo ſhort a time efpy, 

Thy love was far more better 
The love of falle and cruel man. 


With ſweeteſt milk, and | Lager, firſt N 


lit at my own fingers 
And as it grew, ſo ud fr | | 
It wax d more White ſueet than . 


OY 


It 


It 


Find it, although before 


7 
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Tt bad fo Feet a breats!.and oft. © 1-7 0 
It bluſh'd to ſee its foot more oft 
And white, than—ſhall Llay-my l veal 92 


Nay, any lady 's of. the land. Pun Fe? 
It 18 a wo 7s! thing, how fleet. FE 2040 N 
Twas on thoſe nale ver fert! 111 1 F 
With what a pretty {k1 | 
NR IE 
And when't had leiten me far — able 
Twould ſtay;/ and run again, and ſlay: 255 
For it was nimbler much than . 5 
And trod, as if on the four. winds. 


I have a garden of my on, 
But ſo with roſes overgrown, 
And lilies, that you would it * ae K el 
To be a little wilderneſs; 7 AN 134 
And all the f ring-time of the year. #00 of Q 
It only loved to be there. 
Among the beds of lilies, 1 | 
Have fought it oft;'where it ſhould ke ; NO 74 
Yet could not, till tfelf ſhould riley cc ft 1 00 


eyes: 
For, in the flaxen lihes} 1 
It like a band of likes lad. 
Upon the roſes it would feed. 
Until its lips cen ſeemd to bleed; 5 
And then to me would bold trip. 
And print thoſe roſes on N 
But all its chief delight was 2 
On roſes thus itſelf S fill; bluos 1 01 
And its pure virgin limbs to fold ' 
In whiteſt ſheets of hlies cold. | 
Had it liv d long, it would have been 
Lilies without, roles within. 
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O help! 


\ 


The brotherlck Hehades 


PHE WOUNDED FAWN, 


O help! O help! I e it faint 
And die —as calmly as a faint— 
See how it weeps! "the tears do come 
Sad, ſlowly dropping, like a gum. 

So weeps the wounded balfam! fo 
The holy frankincenſe doth flow ! 


Melt in ſuch amber tears as theſe. 

J, in a golden vial, will 

Keep theſe two cryſtal tears; and u 

It, till it do oerflow with mine 
Then place it in Diana's ſhrine. 


Now my ſweet fawn is vaniſh'd to 
Whither the ſwans and turtles go : 
In fair Elyſium to endure, | 
With milk-white lambs, and ermines pure. 
O do not run too faſt, for 1 
Will but beſpeak thy grave, and die! 


Firſt, my. unhapp ſtatue ſhall 

Be cut in . 25 withal 

Let it be weeping too; — but there 

Th' engraver ſure his art may [parc d 

For I > truly thee bemoan, 

That I ſhall Lok though I be ſtone; 
Until my tears, Nil dropping, wear 

My breaſt, themſelves engraving there. 4 
There at my feet ſhalt thou be laid, 0 
Of pureſt alabaſter made; ite 


For I would have thine image be 


White as I can, though not as thee. 
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C WAS io 8 cies thy * of my fellows, 
creatures, born; to no inheritance; but ſlavery; but, 
finding, however aſſecting the picture was, that I could, 


not bring it near me, and that the multitude of ach 


groups in it did hu Ae renne 575 Agen 


—P took a a fogle captive, and: baving "firſt ſhut "Hick 1 
up” in his dungeon, | | then looked through, che rwilight| 


of his (grated door to fake his picture. 


48981 3+ 4 1 


1 beheld his body half waſted away with was expec- 
tation and confinement; and felt what kind © of ſickneſs 
of the heart it was which ariſes from hope deferr d. 
Upon looking nearer I ſaw him pale and feveriſh: in 
thirty years the weſtern breeze had not once fann'd his 
blood—he had ſeen no ſun, no moon, in all that time 
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l 
nor had the voice of friend or kinſman breathed . 
through his lattice: his children 8 


But here my heart began to bleed and I was forced i 
to go on with another part of the portrait. | 


He was fitting upon the ground upon a little ſtraw, 
in the fartheſt corner of his dungeon, which was alter- 
nately his chair and bed: a little calendar of ſmall ſticks 
were laid at the head, notch'd all over with the diſmal 
days and nights he had paſſed there—he had one of 
theſe little ſticks in his hand, and with a ruſty nail he 
Was etching another day of miſery to add to the heap. 
As I darkened the little light he had, he lifted up a 
hopeleſs eye towards the door, then caſt it downi—ſhook 

his head, and. went on, with his work of affliction. 1 
heard his chains upon his legs, as he turned his body 

to lay his little ſtick upon the bundle He gave a deep 

ſigh—I ſaw the iron enter into his ſoul I burſt into 
tears I could not ſuſtain the picture ot n 

. nt e | 


NM | 


ef 


a - 
: 


4 


— hg 2 e 2 1 4 „ * A «x. = * Py 3 AY * „ 
STE) 3 e * N © | * 5 * n e ors : » * e Wind 
" - * TX " »" % Lo 2 * #1 5 #<, * #4 2 1 * 4 . 
£0 . IT 7 91 8 r-- " VF. 5 1 = = . ode SA . 
: 4 5 7 . ba —— 4 - * 0 1 n 1 
a "> Fe wot * PF - I ” 4 . Y 1 . Tay 4 wn LA Pri + 8 
- © My on | * . | 
& . 
7 q 
-C, " 
: 


WY. * 
» 
15 — 


* 


2. 2 
n 
4.323 


” 


LAVINIA. | 


; es, the; montnyul ale her. Wolher /oly 
Grill in her Mhonught 4 


London Publirhd byCTarior e (utle Street. Holborn Marks; g 


PALEMON an» LAVINIA. 


. | "_ 
F ROM 64k bt 


ö ty a oe «+ 
o 1 9 TILES « \ 1 


THOMSON!s SEASON 


22 92 
— > 


＋ * HE oily young LAvivgia once kad friends; 

And Fortune ſmil'd, deceitful, on her þirth. 7775 

For in her helpleſs years, depriv'd of all, | 

Of ev'ry ſtay, fave innocence and Heav'n 5 

She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old, 

And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd - 

Among the windings of a woody vale; 

By ſolitude and deep ſurrounding ſhades, 

But more by baſhful modeſty, conceal d. 

Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn © 

Which virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 

From giddy faſhion and low-minded pride. 

Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 

When the dew wets its leaves; unſtam'd and pure, 

As 1s the lily, or the mountain ſnow. 

The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, e 
No. XIII. A Still 
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Still on the ground dejected, darting all 
Their. humid beams into the blooming flowers ; 


Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 


Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace 
Sat, fair-proportion'd, on her poliſh'd limbs, 
Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their beſt attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreſs; for lovelineſs 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is, when unadorn'd,' adorn'd the moſt. 
Thoughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was beauty's ſelf, 
Recluſe amid the cloſe-embow'ring woods. 

As in the hollow breaſt of Apennine, 
Beneath the ſhelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, 

And breathes its. balmy fragrance o'er the wild, 
So flouriſh'd, blooming, and unſeen by all, 
The ſweet Lavinia; till at length, compell'd 
By ſtrong neceſlity's ſupreme command, 
With ſmiling patience in her looks, ſhe went 


To glean PaLtMon's fields. The pride of ſwains - 


PALEMON was, the generous, and the rich; 
Who led the rural life in all its joy, 

And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
When tyrant cuſtom had not ſhackled man, 
But free to follow Nature was the mode. 
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He then, his fancy with autumnal ſcenes - 
Amuſing, chanc d heſide his reaper-train _ 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye, 
Unconſcious of her pow'r, and turning quick 
With unaffected bluſhes from his gaze : 

He ſaw her charming, but he faw not half 
The charms her down-caſt modeſty conceal'd. 
That very moment love and chaſte deſire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown; 
For {till the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field; 

And thus in ſecret to his foul he _ 


What pity ! that ſo delicate a form, 
By beauty kindled, where enliv'ning ſenſe, 
And more than vulgar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
Of ſome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks, 
Of old AcasTo's fine; and to my mind 
Recals that patron of my happy like, 
From whom my lib'ral fortune toak its riſe ; 
Now to the duſt gone down ; his houfes, lands, 
And once fair-ſpreading family diffolv'd. 
Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, 
Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent pride, 
Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better day, 
His aged widow and his daughter live, 

Whom 
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Whom yet my fruitleſs ſearch could never find. 


Romantic wiſh !—would this the daughter were! 


When, ſtrict inquiring, from herſelf he found 
She was the ſame—the daughter of his fi riend, 
Of bountiful Ac As ro] who can ſpeak 
The mingled paſſions that ſurpris d his heart, 
And thro' his nerves in ſhiv'ring tranſport ran ? 
Then blaz'd his ſmother'd flame, avow'd and bold ; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, oer and oer, 
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at once. | 
Confus'd, and frighten'd, at his ſudden tears, 
Her riſing beauties fluſh'd a higher bloom; 
And thus PaLtMon, paſſionate, and juſt, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul. 


And art thou then AcasTo's dear remains ? 


She, whom my reſtleſs gratitude has fought 2 


So long in vain? Oh yes !—the very ſame, 

The ſoften'd image of my noble friend, 

Alive; his ev'ry feature, ev'ry look, 

More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than ſpring ! 
Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 
That nouriſh'd up my fortune, ſay—Ah, where, 
In what ſequeſter d deſert haſt thou drawn 2 
The kindeſt aſpect of delighted heaven! 5 

Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown fo fair; 

Tho poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 


Jo 
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Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years 955 
O let me now into a richer ſoil | | 


Tranſplant thee ſafe; where vernal fans and howrs 


Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence! 

And of my garden be the pride and joyt- 

It ill befits "ne oh it 11] befits 

AcasTo's daughter—his, whoſe open ſtores, 
Tho' vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, 

The father of a country—thus to pick 

The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt fields, 

Which from his bounteous friendſhip I enjoy : 
Then throw the ſhameful pittance from thy hand, 
But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk. 

The fields—the maſter—all, my fair, are thine, 
If to the various bleſſings which thy houſe 

Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 
That deareſt bliſs— the pow'r of bleſſing thee! 


Here ceas'd the youth; yet ſtill his ſpeaking eye 
Expreſs d the ſacred triumph of his ſoul ; 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodneſs irreſiſtible, and all 
In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd conſent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away 
The lonely moments for LAavinta's fate. | 
Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 
Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam 
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6 PALEMON an» LAVINIA 


Of ſetting life ſhone an her evening-hours ; 

Not leſs enraptur'd than the happy pair, 
Who-flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear'd 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 
And good—the grace of all the country round. 
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THE wnid ;was, high, therwindow ſhakes, Ar 
With ſudden ſtart the muſer, Wakes, Vac 
Along the ſilent om he ſtalksz, 1-24 000-117 
Looks back, and e a6he walk: D10l dog T 
Each lock and ev xy bolt he tries 


05 DE | 
q 


In every creek. and corner pries. lber al 
Then opes the cheſt, with treaſure ford, ol | 
| And ſtands in rapture o er his hgard. FY 
l But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, ai ity; 
He wrings his hands, he hęats his breaſt.. 


By conſcience flung, be Wildlyſſtares 6 i 
And thus his guilty, ſoul declares. 10 


Had the deep earth her ſtores confin a. ETON 
| This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's fold. Good, gods! Nhat price 


G Can recompenſe the pangs of vice! {4 7th 
N O bane of good! ſeducing cheat! 


8 Can man, weak man, thy power. defeat? | old 11 
And only left the name behind; TS He 14 bn 
Gold ſow'd the world with evry bs 1 * 
Gold taught the murd rer s ſword to kill; ro of 
Twas gold inſtructed coward-hearts, 2507 101 1 
In treach'ry's more pernicious art. 


Tus MISER and PLUTUS, 
Who can recount the miſchiefs o'er} '{ © 1 1 


Virtue reſides on earth no more! E 

He ſpoke; and figh'd. In angry mood. 
Plutus, his god, before him ſtood. a 
The miſer trembling, lock d kis cheſt; 11 A 
The Viſion frown'd; and . 1 

Whence is this vile enen, t 250! 


Each ſordid-rafeal's daily cant. 06d. « 55 NE 
Did I, baſe wretch, corrupt mankind?" 4 
The fault's in thy rapacious mind!” ani. 
Becauſe my bleſſings are abus d. | 0 us 11 


Muſt I be cenſur d, curs d, re 223g!) 547% 
Ev'n virtue's elf by knaves is made A CHOIR 3458] 
A cloak to carry on the trade; Ry 2 1 
And power (when ladg'd i in their e 
Grows tyranny, and rank opprefon. , 
Thus when the villain crams his cheſt, 8 
Gold is the canker of the breaſt: ale 
Tis av'riee, infolence, and pride. SOV . 
And ev'ry ſhocking vice beſide. NOTION 0155-5 
But when to virtuous hands tis given, 8090 
It bleſſes, like the des of heaven: Kenn a8. 
Like heav'n, it hears the orphati's eries, n 
And wipes the tear from widows eyes; 

Their crimes on gold ſhall miſers lay, 

Who pawn' their fordid ſouls for pay ? © 

Let bravoes then {when blood is ſpile) bore 26147 

: 8 the paſlive ſword with guilt, 5015 a 
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By Mr. GAY. 


HAT whiſpers muſt the Beauty bear! 
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear! 
Where'er her eyes diſpenſe their charms 
Impertinence around her ſwarms, © 
Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, | 
Contempt and ſcorn might look diſlike, © 
Forbidding airs might thin the place, 
The lighteſt flap a fly can chaſe. 
But who can 'drive the num'rous breed? 
Chaſe one, another will ſucceed. ' 
Who knows a foal muſt know his brother; 
One fop will recommend another; 
And with this plague ſhe's rightly curſt, 
Becauſe ſhe liſten d to the firſt. _ 
As Donis, at her toilette's duty, 
Sat meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penſive, now was gay, 
And lulFd the ſultry hours away. 
As thus in indolence ſhe lies, 
A giddy Waſp around her flies, 
He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck and cheek aſpires ; 
Her fan in vain defends her charms, 
Swift he returns, again alarms ; 


For 
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THE LADY AND THE WASET 


For by repulſe he bolder grew, 
Perch'd on her lip, and fipt the dew. 
She frowns, ſhe frets. Good Gods, ſhe cries, 
Protect me from theſe teazing flies ! | 
Of all the plagues that Heav'n hath ſent 
A Waſp is moſt impertinent. 
The hov'ring infect thus complain'd. 
Am I then lighted, ſcorn'd, diſdain d? 


Can ſuch offence your anger wake? 


"Twas beauty caus'd the bold miſtake. 
Thoſe cherry lips that breathe perfume, | 
That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom, 
M ade me, with ſtrong defire, purſue 
The faireſt peach that ever grew. 

Strike him not, Jenny, Dokis cries, 
Nor murder Waſps, like common flies, 
For though he's free (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite. 

In ecſtacies away he polts, 

Wherc'er he came the favour boaſts, 
Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſips, 
And ſhews the ſugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew : 

Sure of ſucceſs away they flew ; 

They ſhare the dainties of the day, 

Round her with airy muſic play, 

And now they flutter, now they reſt, 

Now ſoar again, and ſkim her breaſt, 

Nor were they baniſh'd, till ſhe found 

That Waſps have ſtings, and felt the wound, 
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HY tarries my ber 
Ah! where does he e, 


My love is long abſent from me; 


Come hither my Dove, 


I'll write to my love, 
And ſend him a letter by thee. 


IL 
To find him, ſwift fly, 

| The letter III tie 

Secure to thy leg with a ſtring : 
Ah! not to my leg, 
Fair lady, I beg, 

But faſten it under my wing. 


III. 

Her Dans ſhe did deck; 
She drew Oer his neck 
A bell and a collar ſo gay; 

She tied to his wing 
The ſcroll with a ſtring, 


Then kiſsd him, and ſent him away. 
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2 THE PIG EON. 


IV. 
It blew and it rain'd; 
The Pigeon diſdain'd 
To ſeek ſhelter : undaunted he flew, 
Till wet was his wing, 
And painful the ſtring, 
So heavy the letter it grew. 


. 
He flew all around, 
Till Colin he found, 
Then perch'd on his hand with the prize ; 
Whoſe heart, while he reads, 
With tenderneſs bleeds 
For the Pigeon that flutters and dies. 


Finne. 7 BRAC. 


Taylor N*10, near (atte Strevt Holborn. 


* 
* 


7 


22 


le 


7 
2 
M. 


, 
Pe 


S. : 5 % . 7 
= : g 
92 F 4 * - - 
yy 1 * 1 «<P p - * 3 2 1 
* . = 4 1 - 9 8 * t . 1 » 50 - — 
- S464 n : : : « | l 
* wor hao®4t -' . 'F \ \ l , . y — 
, : 


/ 
07, * 
London, 


OG Cort 1 ——— — —— — — ——— —— — — 2 — —— . . UU YES oh Wo, oF A Su — Se OO og OS LOI ER — — ew — 
— 1 — 2 = — — — — — — — — — 1 — — — — — — — — —— - - p 


: 3 5 K + 44 & 14.90 AT 2 
. 4 THE — * ol 4 1 « — | * 1 - . 
FH _ 0D: HH M1 43 2.30 1 91041 I% 
| — . — 171 
T H E \ Ain 3 * 
. 4 ” N 5 4 N 1 . ny 
pM We 0 2404. * „n | % 4 
POLY p En N22 0 8 
7 N i | | * 
- - — 12 
- , we wd ITY "(49 : 3 v0 7 "I gut 2 I 
1 WS 4 
VOL EINE: 197911 
* 
A” A” . ii * 
«DN 1 JMHIEIES NAB Vic. 4 
* 4» 7 1 —” 4 l 7 „ 75 t «of =» 
«4 4 1e : : $143 *V Ci 1 WO CA 


Mr. 4 ay} 220 
By | us 0 gat! 970 
51 55 581 Rf n — 
liggle 54 6 YVED 1 ' ; 


HATE the man who builds his Wb 170 
On ruins of another's fame 

Thus prudes, by characters o e, | 5 
Imagine that they ralſe their own.” 3 
Thus ſcribblers, covetqus of praiſe, "a * . 
Think ſlander can tranſplant the wi" | 
Beauties and bards have equal pride, 
With both all rivals are decry'd. lx 05 22 
Who praiſes Lefbja's eyes and feature, 
Muſt call her ſiſter awkward creature; 
For the kind flatt'ry's ſure to charm, 
When we ſome other nymph. diſarm. 


| 


As in the cool of early day 
A Poet ſought the ſweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath aſcends, 
And ev'ry ſtalk with odour bends: 
„ 


2 


Tux POET Av Tu R os E. 
A Roſe he pluck'd, he gaz d, admir d, 


Thus ſinging, as the, Muſe inſpir'd : 


Go, Roſe, my CxLoz's boſom grace; 
How Happy ſhould I prove, B areney 
Might 1 = that envy'd place 
With never-fading love! 
There, Phcenix.like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 

Know, hapleſs flower! that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there; 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 


With envy and deſpair ! 
One common fate we. both muſt a 
You die with 1 155 rule, O engt. 0 7 1 
Spare your cmparitang reply 45 J | IE 
An angry Roſe, who. grew. beſide. 
Of all mankind; you ſhould not ag 180 1 
What can a Poet, do without us : bas 
In ev'ry love-ſong Roſes bloom; : 75 W ioc 
We lend you colour and perfume :- _ : 
Does it to Clos charms conduce, _. 88 
To found her praiſe. on our. abuſe ? "a 3 7 | 
Muſt we, to'flatter her, be made . e 


To wither, envy, pine, and fade? 
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London, / 


Queen of King Ricuary II. bebolding the trium · N 


I 8. A B E L. L A, 3 


phant Entry of his Rival Henzy BOLINGBROXE 3 


who had taken the Hang Priſoner. 


1 leon. AN ANCIENT 2 


Fa ISABELLA, longing to behold 

Her long-miſs'd love, in fearful jtopardies ; 
To whom, although it had in part heen told 
Of their proceeding, and of his ſurpriſe; 
Yet, thinking they would never be ſo bold 
To lead their Lord in any ſhameful wiſe, 


But rather would conduct him like their King, N 


(As ſeeking but the State s re- ordering) 
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Abroad ſhe bent and one ene cs ir 
And grieves to view ſome there ſhe wiſh'd not there: 


And yet ſhe ſees not him that ſhould appear: 
Then back ſhe ſtands, and then defires as fain 
Again to look, to ſee if he were near: 

At length a glitt ring troop far off ſhe ſpies, 


Perceiyes the throng, and bears the ſhouts and cries, 
he comes,” ſaith ſhe ; 


* Lo! yonder now, at length 
Look, my good women, where he is in ſight! 
Do you not ſee him yonder? That is he, 
Mounted on that white courſer, all in white, 

| | A 


Seeing the Chief not come—ſtays—looks 10 25 
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There! where the thronging troops of people be; 

I Know him by his ſeat, he fits upright: | 
Lo, now he bows! dear Lord! with what ſweet grace! 
How long have I long'd to behold that face! 


O what delight my heart takes by mine eye! 

I doubt me, when he comes but ſomething near, 
L ſhall ſet wide the window. What care I 

Who doth ſee me, ſo him I may fee clear?” 

Thus doth falſe joy delude her wrongfully 
(Sweet Lady!) in the thing ſhe held fo dear: 

For, nearer come, ſhe finds ſhe had miſtook ; 

And him ſhe mark'd was HENRY BoLinGBROKXE., 


Then Envy takes the place in her ſweet eyes, 

Where Sorrow had prepar'd herſelf a feat; 

And words of wrath, from whence complaints ſhould 1 
Proceed from eager looks, and brows that threat: 

© Traitor? ſaith ſhe; is't thou, that in this wife, 

To brave thy Lord and King, art made fo great? 

And have mine eyes done unto me this wrong 

To look on thee? For this ſtaid I fo long? 


„Ah! have they grac'd a perjurd rebel fo? 
Well; for their error I will weep them out, 
And hate the tongue defild, that prais'd my. foe, 
And loath the mind, that gave me not to doubt. 


What} 
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ACAD ELE A 
What! have I added ſhame unto my woe? 


III look no more: Ladies! look you about, 
And tell me if my Lord be in this train; 


Leſt my betraying eyes ſhould err again.“ 


And in this paſſion turns herſelf away 
The reſt look all, and careful note each wight; 
While ſhe, impatient of the leaſt delay, 

Demands again; And what, not yet in fight? 
Where is my Lord? What, gone ſome other way? 
I muſe at this. O God! grant all go right!” - - 
Then to the window goes again at laſt, 

And ſees the chiefeſt train of all was paſt; 


And ſees not him her foul deſired to ſee: 


And yet Hope, ſpent, makes her not leave to look. 


Faſtens on one; whom tho ſhe never too 
Could be her Lord, yet that ſad cheer 

Then ſhew'd, his habit, and his. woeful look, 
The grace he doth in baſe attire retain, 

Caus'd her ſhe could not from his light refrain. 


At laſt, her love- quick eyes, which = | 
hich. he 


What * be be, ſhe faid; «that thus alone 
Rides penſive i in this univerſal joy? 
Some I perceive, as well as we, do moan 


All are not pleas'd with every thing this day. 


It may. be, he laments the wrong is done LED ! 
Une may Lord; and grieves, as well he may: 09 Alan ade 


4 B'S #2 2k: & 
Then he is ſome of ours; and we, of right, 
Muſt pity him, who pities our ſad plight. 


* But ſtay ! is't not my Lord himſelf I ſee? 
In truth, if 'twere not for his baſe array, 

I verily ſhould think that it were he; | 
And yet his baſeneſs doth a grace bewray— 
Yet God forbid! let me deceived be ! 

And be it not my Lord! although it may! 
Let my deſire make vows againſt deſire! 
And let my fight approve my fight a har! 


Let me but ſee him, like himſelf! a King; 
For ſo he left me; ſo he did remove. 

This is not he, this feels ſome other thing; 

A paſſion of diſlike, or elſe of love! 

O yes! 'tis he! that princely face doth bring 
The evidence of majeſty to prove : 

That face, I have conferr'd, which now ! "A 
With that within my heart, and they agree!“ 


Thus as ſhe ſtood, aſſur' d, and yet in doubt; 
Wiſhing to ſee, what ſeen ſhe griev'd to ſee; 
Having belief, yet fain would be without: 
Knowing, yet ſtriving not to know 'twas he: 
Her heart relenting, yet her heart ſo ſtout 


As would not yield to think what was, could be: 


Till, quite condemn'd by open proof of fight, 
She mult confeſs; or elſe deny the light. 
3 


For, 
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For, whether love in him did fympathaſe; + oe 


Or chance ſo wrought, to manifelt her doubt, 

E'en juſt before, where ſhe thus ſecret pries, 

He ſtays, and, with clear face, looks all about; 
When ſhe, * Tis, oh, too true! I know his eyes! 
Alas, it is my own dear Lord? cnes out; 

And, with that cry, ſinks down upon the floor. 
Abundant grief lack'd words to utter more. 


Then, like a torrent had been ſtopt bebe, 
Tears, ſighs, and words, doubled together flow; 
Confus'dly ſtriving whether ſhould do more, 
The true intelligence of grief to ſhow. 


Sighs hinderd words: words periſh' d in their ſtore: 


Both, intermix d in one, together grow. 
One would do all: the other, more than's part; 


Both being equal agents, from the heart, - 


What! (intermixing words and tears) faid ſhe, 
* Are theſe the triumph for thy victonies? 

Is this the glory thou doſt bring with thee, 
From that unhappy Iriſh enterprize? 

And have I made ſo many vows to ſee 

Thy ſafe return, and ſee thee in this wiſe? 
Is this the look'd-for comfort thou doſt bring? 
To come a Captive, that went out a King? 


* And yet, dear Lord! tho' thy ungrateful land 
Hath left thee thus, yet I will take thy part: 


I do. 


Ss en 


I do remain the ſame:; under jy hand 

Thou ſtill daſt rule the kingdom of my heart. 
If all be loſt, that government doth ſtand; 

And that ſhall never from thy rule depart : 

And ſo thou be, I care nat how thou be: 

Let greatneſs go, ſo it go without thee ! 


And welcome come, how-ſo unfortunate ! 

I will applaud what others do deſpiſe : 

I love thee for thy ſelf, not for thy ſtate : 
More than thyſelf, is what without thee lies: 
Let that more go, if it be in thy fate! 

And having but thyſelf, it will ſuffice : 

I married was not to thy crown, but thee; 
And thou, without a crown, all one to me. 


* But what do I here lurking idly, moan 

And wail apart, and in a fingle part 

Make ſeveral grief? which ſhould be both in one, 
The touch being equal of each other's heart. | 
Ah, no! ſweet Lord! thou muſt not moan alone; 
For, without me, thou art not all thou art; 

Nor my tears, without thine, are fully tears : 

Full ſorrow in our mingled griefs appears. 
No: I will cheer thy late; and thou ſhalt find 
Thy loving Queen maintains a royal mind. 


LOVE and BEAUTY. 
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Lond., ubluhd Hard ga Haro lafte Street, Holborn. 


M E HN7¹¹ 


By Ma. C U N NIN S H A M 


LI as ee 1 ee 
Loves and Beauty croſsd the plains; 
Flights of little pointed arrows 
Love diſpatchd * the n 


But ſo much our ſhepherds dread him 
(Spoiler of their peace profound), 

Swift as ſcudding fawns they fled him, 
Frighten'd though they felt no wound. 


Now, the wanton God grown flier; 

And for each fond miſchief ripe, 
Comes diſguis'd in Pan's attire, 
Tuning ſweet an oaten pipe. 
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Echo, by the winding river, 
Doubles his deluding ſtrains; _ 
While the boy conceals his quiver + 
From the ſlow- returning ſwains. 


As PALEMON, unſuſpecting. 
Prais'd the {ly muſician's art; 
Love, his light diſguiſe rejecting, 
Lodg'd an arrow in his heart. 


Curio will enforce your duty, 
Shepherds, and would have you taught, 
Thoſe, that timid fly from Beauty, 
May by MeLopy be caught. 
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PELUDED LOVER'S LAM ENT. 
A SCOTTISH POEM. . 


I. e 
TH OU pale orb, that ſilent ſhines, 
While care-untroubled mortals ſleep 
Thou ſeeſt a wretch, who inly pines, - 
And wanders here to wail and weep !* 
With woe 1 nightly vigils keep, 
Beneath thy wan, unwarnmng beam; , 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 
How {fe and love are all a dream 


II. 
I joyleſs view thy rays adorn 
The faintly marked, diſtant hull ; 
I joyleſs view thy trembling horn, 
Reflected on the gurgling rill. 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be ſtill ! 
Thou buſy pow'r, Remembrance, ceaſe ! 
Ah! muſt the agonizing thrill 


For ever bar returning peace ! 8 
h A | III. 
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THE DELUDED LOVER'S LAME NT. 


III. 
No idly-feign'd, poetic pains, 
My ſad, love-lorn lamentings claim: 
No ſhepherd's pipe—Arcadian ſtrains ; 
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame; 
The plighted faith; the mutual flame; 
The oft-atteſted Pow'rs above; 
The promes's Father's tender name: 
Theſe were the pledges of my love ! 


: IV. 
Encircled in her claſping arms, 
How have the raptur'd moments flown! 
How have I wiſh'd for Fortune's charms, 
For her dear ſake, and hers alone ! | 
And, muſt I think it! is ſhe gone, 
My ſecret heart's exulting boaſt? 
And does ſhe heedleſs hear my- groan ? 
And is ſhe ever, ever loſt ? 


V. 

Oh! can ſhe bear ſo baſe a heart, 

So loſt to honour, loſt to truth, 
As from the fondeſt lover part, 

The plighted huſband of her youth? 
Alas! Lite's path may be unſmooth ! 

Her way may lie thro” rough diſtreſs ! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will ſoothe, 

Her ſorrows ſhare and make them leſs ? 


VI. Ye 


I. Ye 


THE DELUDED LOVERS LAMENT. 9 


VI. 

Ye winged Hours that o'er us paſt, 

Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd, 
Your dear remembrance in my breaſt, 

My fondly-treaſur'd thoughts employ'd. 
That breaſt, how dreary now, and void, 

For her too ſcanty once of room ! 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope deſtroy d, 

And not a wh to gild the gloom ! 


VII. 
The morn that warns th' approaching * 
Awakes me up to toil and woe: 
I ſee the hours, in long array, 
That I muſt ſuffer, lingering, flow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe, 
Keen Recollection's direful train, 
Muſt wring my foul, ere Phoebus, low, 
Shall kiſs the diſtant, weſtern main. 


VIII. 
And when my nightly couch I try, 
Sore-haraſs'd out with care and grief, 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear- worn eye, 
Keep watchings with the nightly thief: 


Or if I ſlumber, Fancy, chief, 


Reigns, haggard-wild, in ſore affright; 
Ev'n day, all-bitter, brings relief 
From ſuch a horror- breathing night. 


IX. O! 


: A 
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THE DELUDED LOVER'S LAMENT, 


IX. 

O! thou bright Queen, who, o'er th' expanſe, 

Now higheſt reign'ſt, with boundleſs {way ! 
Olt has thy ſilent- marking glance 

Obſerv'd us, fondly-Wand' ring, ſtray ! 
The time, unheeded, ſped away, 

While Love's luxurious pulſe beat high, 
Beneath thy ſilver-gleaming ray, 

To mark the mutual-kindling eye. 


X. 
Oh! ſcenes in ſtrong remembrance ſect! 
SCENES, never, never to return! 


Scenes, if in ſtupor I forget, 


Again I feel, again I burn! 
From ev'ry joy and pleaſure torn, 
Life's weary vale I wander thro”; 
And hopeleſs, comfortleſs, I mourn 
A faithleſs woman's broken you, 
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N every bill in every nies MAC 15"! 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
(Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love!) 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain— 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


II. 


Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 
Were to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browſing goats to ſpy, 
As oer the airy ſteep they hung. 

The moſſy cave, the goats remain 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


1 
Now thro' the winding vale I paſs, 

And ſigh to ſee the well-known ſhade ; 
I weep and kiſs the bended graſs, 

Where Lovz and Dau on fondly play d. 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain — 


But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 
No. XIX. 10 Evirt. 7 
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IV. | 
From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, | 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each flower, in pity, droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain— 
Yet Damon {till I ſeek in vain, 
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PERSIAN, THE SUN, and THE CLOUD. 


-A FABLE: EL 
BY Mz. G A T. 


S there a bard whom genius fires, 

Whoſe ev'ry thought the god inſpires? 
When Envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, ſhe rails, ſhe raves, ſhe pines; 
Her hifling ſnakes with venom ſwell ; 

She calls her venal train from hell : 

The fervile fiends her nod obey, 
And all CuxL's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up Calumny and Spite: 
Thus ſhadow owes its birth to light. 


As proſtrate to the God of Day, 
With heart devout, a Perſian lay, 
His invocation thus begun : 


Parent of Light! all-ſeeing Sun 
Prolific beam, whoſe rays diſpenſe 
The various gifts of Providence, 


* 


2 Taz PERSIAN, Taz SUN, ax rye CLOUD. 


Accept our praiſe, our daily prayer, 
Smile on our fields, and bleſs the year. 


A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongue, 
The day with ſudden darkneſs hung; 
With pride and envy ſwell'd, aloud 
A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud. 


Weak is this gaudy God of thine, 
Whom I at will forbid to ſhine. 
Shall I nor vows nor incenſe know ? 
Where praiſe 1s due the praiſe beſtow. 


With fervent zeal the Perſian mov'd, 
Thus the proud Calumny reprovd. 
It was that God who claims my pray'r 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there ; 
When oer his beams the veil is thrown, 
Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhown : 
A paſling gale, a puff of wind, 
Ill Diſpels thy thickeſt troops combin'd, 


The gale aroſe ; the vapour toſt 
(The ſport of winds) in air was loſt ; 
The glorious orb the day refines. 
Thus envy breaks, thus merit ſhines. 
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Awa KE, Aolian Lyre, awake, 
And give to rapture all thy trembling ſtrings. 
From Helicon's harmonious ſprings 

A thoufand rills their 'mazy progreſs take: 
The laughing flowers, that round them blow, 
Drink life and fragrance as they ' flow. 
Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds along, 
Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and firong, © 
Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres golden reign: 
Now rolling down the ſteep =_— 1 5 
Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour: | 
The rocks and nodding groves rebel tothe roar 


Oh! Seesen ef vie Win fant 2 
Parent of ſweet and ſolemn- breathing airs, 
Enchanting ſhell! the ſullen Cares. 

| A. | 
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2 THE PROGRESS OF POESY: 


On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 

Has curb'd the fury of his car, 

And dropp'd his thirſty lance at thy EE 
Perching on the ſceptred hand 

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 
With , ruffled plumes, and flagging wing: 
Quench'd in dark clouds of ſlumber lie 

The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye. 


Thee the voice, the dance obey, 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay. 
Oer Idalia's velvet-green 
The roſy-crowned Loves are ſeen 
On Cytherea's day 
With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleaſures, 
Friſking light in frolic meaſures, 
Now purſuing, now retreating, 
Now in circling troops they meet: 
To briſk notes in cadence beating 
Glance their many-twinkling feet. 
Slow melting ſtrains their Queen's approach declare : 
Where-c'er ſhe turns the Graces homage pay. 
With arms ſublime, that float upon the air, 
In gliding ſtate ſhe wins her eaſy way: 
O'er her warm cheek, and rifing boſom, move 
The bloom of young Deſire, and purple light of Love. 
7 Man's 


A PINDARNIC' ODE. A 


Man's feeble race what ills await ! 

Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 
Diſeaſe, and Sorrow's weeping train, 

And Death, ſad refuge from the ſtorms of F ate! 
The fond complaint, my ſong, diſprove, 

And juſtify the laws of love. 

Say, has he given in vain the heav'nly Muſe? 
Night, and all her ſickly dews, 

Her ſpectres wan, and birds of boding cry, 

He gives to range the dreary {ky : 

Till down the eaſtern cliffs: afar 

Hyperion's march they ſpy, and glitt'ring ſhafts of war. 


In climes beyond the ſolar road, 
Where ſhaggy forms Oer ice- built mountains roam, 
The Muſe has broke the twilight gloom, 
To cheer the ſhiv ring native's dull abode. 
And oft beneath the od'rous ſhade _ 
Of Chili's boundleſs foreſts laid, 
She deigns to hear the ſavage youth repeat 
In looſe numbers wildly ſweet 
Their feather- cincturd chiefs, and duſky loves. 
Her track, where -· Her the Goddeſs roves, 
Glory purſue, and gen'rous Shame, 
The unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy flame. 


Woods, that wave oer Delphi's ſteep, 
Iſles, that crown th Egean deep, 


Fields. 


4 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.2 


Fields, that cool Iliſſus laves, | 

Or where Mzander's amber waves 

In lingering lab'rinths creep. 

How do your tuneful echoes languiſh, 

Mute, but to the voice of Anguiſh ! 
Where each old poetic mountain 
Inſpiration breath'd around ; 

Ev'ry ſhade and hallow'd fountain 
Murmur'd deep a folemn ſound : 

Till the ſad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 

Left their Parnaſſus for the Latian plains. 
Alike they {corn the pomp of tyrant Power, 
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains, 
When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſt, 

They ſought, oh Albion! next thy ſea-encircled coaſt, 


Far from the ſun and ſummer-gale, 
In thy green lap was Nature's darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon ſtray'd, 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face: the dauntleſs child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms, and ſmil'd. 
This pencil take (ſhe ſaid) whoſe colours clear 
Richly paint the vernal year: 
+ Thine too theſe golden keys, immortal boy 
This can unlock the gates of Joy ; 


Of Horror that, and thriling Fears, rf 0 1 
Or ope the ſacred-ſource of ſympathetic Tears, | 4 

0 1 

Nor ſecond he, that rode ſublime | mn 4 


That the Theban Eagle bear, 


— äꝙ——— 


Upon the ſeraph- wings of Ecſtaſy, 
The ſecrets of th', abyſs to ſpy. 


He paſs d the flaming bounds of Place and Time: | | | 
The living throne, the ſapphire blaze, = 
Where angels tremble, while they gaze, | _ 
He ſaw; but, blaſted with exceſs of light, - 
Clos'd his eyes in endleſs night. © = 
Behold, where Dryden's leſs preſumptuous car, | ef „ | 
Wide oer the fields of glory bear [1 "8 
Two courſers of ethereal race, "o | 
With necks in thunder cloth'd, and lovngrefounding 1 
Hark, his hands the lyre . | i | 
Bright-eyed Fancy, hov'ring oer, | 5 1 
Scatters from her pictur'd urn | | 1 
* 


Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 
But, ah! 'tis heard no more— 

Oh! Lyre divine, what daring ſpirit 
Wakes thee now? Tho' he inherit 

Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 


Sailing with ſupreme dominion 


Through the azure deep of air; | 
N Yet 


3 
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vet oft before his infant eyes would run OR. as | 
Such forms as glitter in the Muſes ray; .. * 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the ſun: of 
Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtant 1 way 

Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

Beneath the Good how: das! far ho the Great, | 
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Tw S night; and Fl AVIA to her room retir d, 

With ev'ning chat and ſober reading tir d; 

There E penſive, and alone, 

She meditates on the forſaken toẽ n: 

On her rais'd arm reclin'd her drooping head, 

She ſigh d, and thus in plaintive accents ſaid: 


*© Ah, what n it to be young and fair, 
To move with negligence, to dreſs with care? 
What worth have all the charms our pride c: can poſt 
« Tf all in envious ſolitude are loſt? 

Where none admire, tis uſeleſs to excel; 
Where none are Beaux, tis vain to be a Belle: 


VIII, ene e 


_ 


5 'F 1 AVI A. 
© Beauty, like wit, to ae ſhotld be ſhewn; 
* Both, moſt axe valu'd, where they beſt are known. 
With ev'ry grace of nature, or of art, 
« We cannot break one ſtubborn country heart: 
The brutes, inſenſible, our pow'r defy : 
« To love exceeds a Squire s capacity. a 
The town, the court, is beauty's proper ſphere ; 
« That is our heav'n, and we are angels there: 
« In that gay circle thouſand Cupids rove, 
The court of Britain is the court of Love. 
© How has my conſcious heart with triumph glow'd, 
«© How have my ſparkling eyes their tranſport ſhew'd, 
At each diſtinguiſh'd birth-aight ball, to ſee - 
The homage due to empire, paid to me! 
When ey'ry eye was fix d on me alone, | 
« And dreaded mine more than the monarch's frown; 
When rival ſtateſmen for my favour ſtrove, 
** Leſs jealous in their pow'r, than in their love. 
Chang d is the ſcene ; and all my glories die, 
Like flow'rs tranſplanted. to a colder ſky: 
« Loſt is the dear delight of giving pain, - 
The tyrant joy of hearing ſlaves * 
In ſtupid indolence my life is ſpent, 
* Supinely calm, and dully innocent: 
Unbleſt I wear my uſeleſs time away; 
6 Sleep (wretched maid !) all night, and dream all Fg 
« Go at ſet hours to dinner and to prayer; 
For dulneſs muſt be ever regular. 
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Now with mamma at tedious whilſt I play; 
No without ſcandal drink infipid tea; 
Or in the garden breathe the country air, 
secure from meeting any tempter there: 
« From books to work, from work to books I rove, 
„And am, alas! at leiſure to improve !— 

« Is this the life a Beauty ought to lead? 

Were eyes ſo radiant only made to readꝰ 

« Theſe fingers, at whoſe 3 ev'n age would glow, 
« Are theſe of uſe for nothing but to ſew ? 
Sure erring nature never could deſigg 

« To form a houſewife i in a mould like mine! 
« O Venus! queen and guardian of the fair, 

* Attend propitious to thy vot'ry's pray'r : 
Let me re-viſit the dear town again 
Let me be ſeen !—cou'd I that wiſh obtain, 
All other wiſhes my own pow'r would gain.“ 
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T H E G 
ux pride of every grove I'choſe * 
The violet ſweet, and lily fair, 
The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my YA Chloe's hair. 


At morn the ny mph vouchſaf d to Place 
Upon her brow the- various wreath” - 

The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 
The ſcent leſs: an than her breath. 


The flows — wore along the day; 
And ev'ry nymph and ſhepherd faid, 
That in her hair they look d more gay 
Than glowing 3 in their native bed. 


Undreſt at ev ning when ſhe found 

Their odours loſt, their colours paſt ; 

She chang'd her look, and on the ground- 
Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt. "ac 


That eye dropp'd ſenſe diſtinct and clear, 
As any-Muſe's tongue can ſpeak, 
When from its lid a pearly tear 


Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 
No. XXIII. 10 Evit, | 


er et Ga ELAND 
Diſlerabling what I bew, too well; a $ : 
My love, my lie, ſaid I, hl < An 


This change of humour: pr'ythee tell, 
That falling tear—What does it mean ? 


She figh'd; ſhe mil'd; and to the flows 


Pointing, the lovely moraliſt ſaid: 
See! friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 
See yonder, what a change is made 


Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of beauty are but one: 

At morn both flouriſh bright and gap. 
Both fade at evening, pale, and gone l. Ih: 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſang; L949 
The am'rous youth around her bow'd : 

At night her fatal knell was rung! 7 
I ſaw, and kiſs d her 1 in her ſhroud 1 


Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to-day, | 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow ; ' - 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay 
The Juſtice of thy Chloe's ſorrow... 
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IVE me a fon. The biete , 
Were ever parents mare content: ro 
How INT. 
No child is halfJorawend wiſe.” N e 
vr or 4 a T4197 } 
—__ 75. fs rde 
The mother roſe; and ous enn 
She ſaw the Nurle, like one poſſeſs d, 


With wringing eee A 


Sure ſome diſifter has beſel: * 
Speak, Nurſe ; I hope the boy i is well 


Dear Madam, ie e ws 
- Inviſible the Fairy came: 
Your precious babe is kence convey'd, 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
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92 FARENTAL, FONDNESS 
8 Were are the father's mouth and noſe, 
MY The mother's eyes, as black as ſloes?_ 
See here, a ſhocking aukward creature. 
That ſpeaks a fool in ey ry feature. 


The womar's blind, the Mother ries; : 
I ſee wit ſparkle in his eyes. | 


Lord! Madam, what a ſquinting leer! 2 
| No doubt the Fairy hath been here. OLE wont. | 


Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, a Pigmy Sprite 
Pops through the key-hole, ſwift as light ; 
; Perch'd on the cradle's top he ſtands, © © 3 
And thus her folly reg.” . 4 15 7 il 
11.5 £7 was | 


Whence ſprung the at lie, 1 8 of 
That we the world with fools ſupply FE 
What ! give our ſprightly race aW. * pn ZE 
For the dull helpleſs ſons of day! F 


- - - : 


Like you we doat upon our own. 
Where yet was ever found a mother, 

Who d give her booby for another? _.. 
And ſhould we change with human breed. 
Well might we pals for fools indeed. . 
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Losziy Crouvr, CupDy,' CLoDpiroLE. 


e L o Ur. 
HY younglings, Cuppv, are but juſt awake, 171 
No thruſtles ſhrill the bramble-buſh forſake, 
No chirping lark the welkin ſheen invokes, 
No damſel yet the ſwelling udder ſtrokes ; 
Oer yonder hill does ſcant the dawn appear, 
Then why does Cy ppy leave his cott fo rear? 


Co D D „. 


Ah! Loss Crobr, I ween my plight is OY 
For he that loves; a ſtranger is to reſt; 
If ſwains belye not thou haſt prov'd the ſmart, 
And BLouzELinDA's miſtreſs of thy heart. 
This riſing rear betokeneth well thy mind; 
Thoſe arms are folded for thy 'BiouzeLinD:! 
And well, I trow, our piteous plights agree, 


Thee BLouzELINDA n Bux oA MEs, | | | 
XXI. Im eineiige a | LoB8iN 


2 MONDAY: on, THE SQUABBLE. 
| LoBnBinN CIO ur. | 


Ah! Brovztrlind, I love thee more by half, 
Than does their fawns, or cows the new fall'n calf: | 
Woe worth the tongue, may bliſters ſore it gall, | 
That names BuxoMa, BLOUZELIND withal. 


CY DD; y. 


Hold, witleſs LoBBIN CLour, I thee adviſe, 
Leſt bliſters ſore on thy own tongue ariſe. 
Lo, yonder CLoDDIPOLE, the blithſome ſwain, 
The wiſeſt lout of all the neighb'ring plain! 
From CLoDDieoOLE we learnt to read the ſkies, 
| To know when hail will fall or winds ariſe : 
| He taught us erſt the heifer's tail to view, 
When ſtuck aloft, that ſhow'rs would ſtrait enſue: 
He firſt that uſeful ſecret did explain, 
That pricking corns foretold the gathering rain: 
When ſwallows fleet ſoar high and ſport in air, 
He told us that the welkin would be clear. 
Let CLopn1iPeOLE then hear us twain rchearſe, 
And praiſe his ſweatheart, in alternate verſe : 
I'll wager this ſame oaken ſtaff with thee, 
That CLonv1eoLE ſhall give the prize to me. 


12 CLovur. 
See this tobbacco pouch that's lin'd with hair, 
Made of the ſkin of ſleekeſt fallow- deer; | 


This pouch, that's ty'd with tape of reddeſt hue, 


III wager, that the prize ſhall be my due. DL) | ( 
7 CuDDY. 


Rr 


Begin thy 2 5 5 thou vaunting ouch) | 


Be thine the oaken ſtaff, or mine the pouch. 


LOBBIN CLoUTr, 


My BLouzELinNDA is the blithelt laſs, 
Than primroſe ſweeter, or the clover-graſs, 
Fair is the king-cup that in meadow blows, 
Fair is the daiſie that heſide her grows; 
Fair is the gilliflow'r, of gardens ſweet, 
Fair is the mary-gold, for pottage meet; 
But BLouzELinD's than gilliflow'r more fair, 
Than daiſie, mary-gold, or king- cup rare. 


Cup pp x. 


My brown Bu x ou is the feateſt maid 
That e' er at wake delightſome gambol play d; 
Clean as young lambkins or the gooſe's down, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. © 
The witleſs lamb may ſport upon the plain, 
The friſking kid delight the gaping rain, 
The wanton calf may-ſkip with many a bound, 
And my cur Tray play defteſt feats around; 
But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray, 
Dance like BuxoMa on the firſt of May. 


Los sI N CLOUT. 


Sweet is my toil when BLouzeLINy is near, 
Of her bereft, tis winter all the year. 


MON DAV. os, 'THE-.SQUABBLE, 


With 


4 MONDAY: on, THE SQUABBLE. 


With her no ſultry ſummer's heat I know ; 
In winter, when ſhe's nigh, with love I'glow. 
Come, BLovzELinDa! eaſe thy ſwain's defire, 
My ſummer's ſhadow, and my winter's fire! 

C p p . 
As with Bux oA once I work'd at hay, 
Ev'n noon-tide labour ſeem'd an holiday; 
And holidays, if happily ſhe were gone, 
Like worky-days I wiſh'd would ſoon be done. 


Eftſoons, O ſweet-heart kind, my love repay, 
And all the year ſhall then be holiday. 


LopBpin CLovuT. 
As BLovuzELiNDA in a gameſome mood, 
Behind a haycock loudly laughing ſtood, 
I ſlyly ran, and ſnatch'd a haſty kiſs, 
She wip'd her lips, nor took it much amiſs. 
Believe me, Cupp, while I'm bold to ſay, 
Her breath was ſweeter than the ripen'd hay. 


CU DD v. 
As my BuxoMa, in a morning fair, 
With gentle finger ſtrok' d her milky care, 
I quaintly ſtole a kiſs; at firſt, 'tis true, 
She frown'd, yet after granted one or two. 
Lossiy, I ſwear, believe who will my vows, 
Her breath by far excell'd the breathing cow's. 


LoaBin CLOUT. | 
Leek to the Welch, to Dutchmen butter's dear, 
Of Iriſh ſwains potatoe is the cheer ; 


Oats 


> 22 


"MONDAY: "os, THE "SQUABBUE! 


Oats for their feaſts the Scottiſh ſhepherds grind, 
Sweet turnips are the food of BLoGZeurnd: ? 
While ſhe loves turnips butter Tl | deſpiſe, 

Nor leeks, nor oatmeal, nor potatoe xe 


COD Dix. - 


In good roaſt beef my landlord ſticks his knife, 


The capon fat delights his dainty wate;- 

Pudding our parſon eats, the fquire loves hare, 

But white-pot thick is my Buxomna's fare. 

While ſhe loves white-pot, capon ne'er-ſhall be, 

Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
LoBBIN Cops. 


As once! play d at Blindman' buff, it hapt 
bout my eyes the towel thick was wrapt: 


I miſs'd the ſwains, and ſeia d on Rio Nb, 
True ſpeaks the ancient W Love is blind.” 


0 u D D u. i; 

As at Hot-cockels once I laid me down, 
And felt the weighty hand of many a clown, 
Bu xo gave a gentle tap, and! 

Quick roſe, and read ſoft miſchief in ber eye. 


: Loi ir Geer 
On two near elms the flacken'd cord I hung; 


Now high, now low, my BLouzELinda ſwung. 


With the rude wind her rumpled garment roſe, 
And ſhow'd her taper leg and ſcarlet hoſe. 


Cuppy. 


C * 
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| bot rl DD... 
Acroſs the fallen oak the plank I laid, 
And myſelf pois'd againſt the tott'ring maid: 
High leapt the plank; adown Buxoma fell; 
I py d—but faithful Iweathearts never tell. 


Niki n . 
This 3 Cuppv, if thou canſt, explain, 
This wily riddle puzzles every ſwain; 5 
What flower is that which bears the Virgin's name „ 
The richeſt, metal joined with the ſame? 


Cu 5p Du. 
Anſwer, thou carle, and judge this riddle right, 
I'll frankly own thee for a cunning wight; 
What flower is that which royal honour craves, 


Adjoin the Virgin t, and tis ſtrown on graves ? 


CLoDDI1POLE. 
Forbear, contending louts, give o'er your ſtrains ; 
An oaken ſtaff each merits for his pains. 
But ſee the ſuri-beams bright to labour warn, 
And gild the thatch of Goodman Hodges' barn. 
Your herds for want of water ſtand adry, ; 
"They're weary of your ſongs and ſo am I. 


* Marygold, * 1 Roſemary. 
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a MAkian. 


OUNG ER Ctour, a lad of peerleſs weed; 
Full well could dance, and defily tune the reed: 
In ev'ry wood his carols ſweet were known. 
At ev'ry wake his nimble feats were ſhown. _ 
When in the ring the ruſtic routs he threw, 
The damſels' pleaſures with his conqueſts grew; 
Or when aſlant the cudgel threats his head, 
His danger ſmites the breaſt of ev'ry maid, 
But chief of MARIAN. Marian loud the ſwain, 


The parſon's maid, and neateſt of the plain. | 
uu, | MARIAN, 


Sa fi 


2 TUESDAY: on, THE DITTY. 


MARAN, that ſoft could ſtroke the udder'd cow, 
Or leſſen with her fieve the barley-mow ; 
Marbled with ſage the hard'ning cheeſe ſhe preſs d. 
And yellow butter Maz1an's {kill confeſs'd ; 
But MARIAN now, devoid of country cares, 
Nor yellow butter nor ſage-cheeſe prepares ; 
For yearning love the witleſs maid employs, 
And love, ſay ſwains, all buſy heed deſtroys. 
- Colin makes mock at all her piteous ſmart, 
A laſs that Cic'Ly hight had won his heart, 
Cic'Lx, the weſtern laſs that tends the kee, 
The rival of the parſon's maid was ſhe, 
In dreary ſhade now Martian lies along, 
And mixt with ſighs thus wails in plaining ſong : 


Ah! woful day! ah woful noon and morn! 


When firſt by thee my younglings white were ſhorn, 


Then firſt, I ween, I caſt a lover's eye, 

My ſheep were filly, but more filly J. 
Beneath the ſhears they felt no laſting ſmart; 
They loſt but AS? while I loſt a heart. 


Ah! Corrs! ** thou i thy ſweetheart true ; 
What I have done for thee will Cic'Ly do? 


7 


Will 


TUESDAY: as, TAE DIT TN. 
Will ſhe thy linen walt or boſeh dan. 


And knit thee gloves made of her own ſpun e 47 


Will ſhe with huſewvifet hand provide thy . 
And evry Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait?- 
Which oer thy kerſey doublet 1 wide, ” 
In ſervice«time drew: Cie't LY's OP aſide. 


1 


Whereer 1 gad - cannot hide my care, 
My new diſaſters in my look appear. 
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, 
So thin my features that I'm hardly known; 
Our neighbours tell me oft' in joking talk 
Of aſhes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk ; 
Unwittingly of MAaR1an they divine, | 
And wilt not that with thoughtful love I pine: 
Yet CoLin Crour, untoward ſhepherd ſwain, 
Walks whiſtling blithe, while pitiful I plain. . 


Whilom with thee 'twas Man1an's dear delight 
To moil all day, and merry- make at night. 
If in the ſoil you guide the crooked ſhare, 
Your early breakfaſt is my conſtant care; | 
And when with even hand you ſtrow the grain. 
[ fright the thieviſh rooks from off the plain. 


#*— --2x 
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In miſling days dare Lind. 


With nappy. beer I to the barn repair d; 
Loſt in the muſic of the whirling flail. 


To gaze on thee I leſt the ſmoking 3 ON 


In harveſt, when the ſun was mounted 2 7 


My leathern bottle did thy drought — IS 2 . * 


Whene'er you mow'd I follow 'd with the rake, 
And have full oft' been ſun-burnt ſor thy ſake : 
When in the welkin gathering ſhow'rswere ſen, 
I lagg'd the laſt with Colix on the green; 

And when at eve returning with thy carr, 
Awaiting heard the gingling bells from far; 
Straight on the fire the footy pot I plac'd, 

To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for haſte, 
When hungry thou ſtood'ſt ſtaring, like an oak, 

I flic'd the luncheon from the barley loaf,” ' 

With crumbled bread I thicken'd well-thy'mels, 
Ah! love me more, or love thy pottage leſs ! 


Laſt Friday's eve, when as the fun was ſet, 
I, near yon' ſtile, three fallow gypſies met: 
Upon my hand they caſt a poring look, 


Bid me beware, and thrice their heads w_ thook; 


 - 
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TUES Davie, THE" DITTY:, . 
They ſaid that many eroſſes I muſt pr m 


Some in my worldly gain, but moſtã ta . 
Next morn I miſs d three hens and our ald cock, 
And off the hedge two pinners and a ſmack, |; ,-- 
I bore theſe loſſes with a Chriſtian mind, 

And no miſhaps could feel whilſt thou wert kind : 
But ſince, alas ! ! Igrew my CoLiw's ſcorn, 

I've known no pleaſure night, or noon, or morn. 
Help me, ye gypſies! bring him home again, 

And to a conſtant laſs give back her ſwain. 


Have not I ſate with thee full many a night, 
When dying embers were our only light, 
When ev'ry creature did in ſlumbers he, 
Beſides our cat, my Colin CLour and I? 

No troublous thoughts the cat or CoLin move, 
While I alone am kept awake by love. 


Remember, CoLin, when at laſt year's wake 
] bought the coſtly preſent for thy ſake, 
Couldſt thou ſpell o'er the poſie on thy knife, 
And with another change thy ſtate of life? 
If thou forgett'ſt, I wot, I can repeat, 

My memory can tell the verſe ſo ſweet. 
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WEDNESDAY:. OR, THE DUMPS: 


A PASTORAL. 


: 


By Mr. G A . 


SPARABELLA. 


5 HE wailings of a maiden I recite, 

A maiden fair, that Sr ARABELLA light. - 

Such ſtrains ne'er warble in the linnet's throat, 

Nor the gay goldfinch chaunts fo ſweet a note. 

No magpye chatter'd, nor the painted jay, 
No ox was heard to low, nor aſs to bray; 

No ruſtling breezes play'd the leaves among, 


While thus her madrigal the damſel ſung : 


| 
Awhile, O D'Urrzy ! lend an air or twain, 8 
Nor, tho' in homely guiſe, my verſe diſdain ; | .- 
Whether thou'ſeek'ſt new kingdoms in the ſun, | 
Whether the Muſe does at Newmarket 1 | | | \ 
VII. F Or 3 "tt 


2 WEDNESDAY: OR, THE DUMPS. 


Or does with goſſips at a feaſt regale, 

And heighten her conceits with ſack and ale, 
Or elſe at wakes with Joan and Hop rejoice, 
Where D'Uzzzr's lyrics ſwell in ev'ry voice; 
Yet ſuffer me, thou bard of wondrous meed, 
Amid thy bays, to weave this rural weed. 


Now the ſun drove adown the weſtern road, 
And oxen laid at reſt forget the goad; 
The clown fatigu'd trudg'd homeward with his ſpade, 
Acroſs the meadows {tretch'd the lengthen'd ſhade ; 
When SPARABELLA, penſive and forlorn, 
Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 
Lean'd on her rake, and ſtraight with doleful guiſe 
Did this ſad plaint in moanful notes deviſe : 


Come night as dark as pitch, ſurround my head, 
From SPARABELLA BUMKINET 1s fled ; 
The ribbon that his val rous cudgel won, 
Laſt Sunday happier CLuUMs1L1s put on: 
Sure if he had eyes (but Love, they ſay, has none), 
I whilom by that ribbon had been known. 
Ah! well-a-day ! Tm ſhent with baneful ſmart, 
For with the ribbon he beſtow'd his heart. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, 


"Tis hard fo true a damſel dies a maid. 
* | Shall 


WEDNESDAY: OR, THE DUMPS. 


Shall heavy CLums1L1s with me compare ? 
View this, ye Lovers! and like me deſpair, | 
Her blubber'd lip by ſmutty pipes is worn, 
And in her breath tobacco whiffs are borne; Bl Saf 
The cleanly cheeſe. prefs ſhe could never turn, 
Her awkward fiſt did ne er employ the churn ; 
If cer ſhe brew'd, the drink would ſtrait go ſour, 
Before it ever felt the thunder's power : 
No huſwifery the dowdy creature knew ; 
To ſum up all, her tongue confels'd the re. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, 5 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. RES 


I've often ſeen my viſage in yon lake, 

Nor are my features of the homelieſt make. 
Tho' CLuus ius may boalt a whiter dye, 

Yet the black ſloe turns in my rolling eye; 

And faireſt bloſſoms drop with every blaſt, 

But the brown beauty will like hollies laſt. 

Her wan complexion's like the wither'd leek, 
While Katherine pears adorn my ruddy cheek. 
Yet ſhe, alas! the witleſs lout has won, | 
And by her gain poor SeARABELL's undone! | 
Let hares and hounds in coupling ſtraps unite, 
The clucking hen make friendſhip with the kite ; 
Let the fox ſimply wear the nuptial nooſe, Sis 


And join in wedlock with the waddling gooſe, 
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For Love hath brought a ſtranger thing to paſs, 
' The faireſt ſhepherd'weds the fouleſt laſs. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


Sooner ſhall cats diſport in waters clear, 
And ſpeckled mackerels graze the meadows fair; 
Sooner ſhall ſcreech-owls baſk in ſunny day, 
And the flow als on trees, like {quirrels, play ; 
Sooner ſhall fnails on inſect pinions rove, 
Than I forget my ſhepherd's wonted love. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


Ah! didſt thou know what proffers I withſtood, 
When late I met the Squire in yonder wood! 
To me he ſped, regardleſs of his game, 

While all my cheek was glowing red with ſhame ; 
My lip he kiſs'd, and prais'd my healthful look, 
Then from his purſe of ſilk a guinea took; 

Into my hand heforc'd the tempting gold, 

While I with modeſt ſtruggling broke his hold. 

He ſwore that Dick in liv'ry ſtrip'd with lace, 
Should wed me ſoon to keep me from diſgrace ; 
But I nor footman priz'd nor golden fee; 

For what is gold or lace compar'd to thee ? 
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My plaint, ye Laſfles ! with this burthen ad. 
'Tis hard ſo true a damlſel-dies a maid, | 


Now plain I ken whence Love his riſe begun; 
Sure he was born ſome bloody butcher's fon, 

Bred up in ſhambles, where our younglings ſlain, 

Erſt taught him miſchief and to ſport with pain. 

The father only filly: ſheep annoys, 

The ſon the ſillier ſhepherdeſs deſtroys. - 

Does ſon or father greater miſchief do? 

The fire is cruel, ſo the ſon is too. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, _ 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


Farewel, ye Woods! ye Meads! ye Streams that flow ! 
A ſudden death ſhall rid me of my wo. 
This penknife keen my windpipe ſhall divide. 
What, ſhall I fall as ſqueaking pigs have dy'd ! 
No—To ſome tree this carcaſe I'll ſuſpend : 
But worrying curs find ſuch untimely end ! 
u ſpeed me to the pond, where the high ſtool 
On the long plank hangs o'er the muddy pool, 
That ſtool, the dread of every ſcolding quean ; 
Yet ſure a lover ſhould not die ſo mean! 
There plac'd aloft, I'll rave and rail by fits, 
Tho' all the pariſh ſay I've loſt my wits ; 
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6 WEDNESDAY: OR, THE DUMPS." 
And thence; if courage holds, myſelf III throw, _ 
And quench my paſſion in the lake below. 


Ye Laſſes! ceaſe your burthen, ceaſe to moan, 
And, by my caſe forewarn'd, go mind your own. 


The ſun was ſet : the night came on apace, 
And falling dews bewet around the place, 
The bat takes airy rounds. an leathern wings, 
And the hoarſe owl his woful dirges ſings ; 
The prudent maiden deems it now too late, 
And, till to-morrow comes, defers her fate. 
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Who ae my Cb * ve 2 the COMO Hall mon: 


London dub, May 11768, hig nun N10 near (te Street, Holborn. 
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. OT) 21) Hens 11 4. 
OBNELIA, ſeated; in a dreary Vale, 
1 
In penſive Mood rehears d her piteous Tele, | 
Her piteous Tale the Winds in —— * 1240 
And pining Echo anfwets Groun for — 


1 rue the Dees TA Day Ine, Expt Heidi 
The woful Day; a Day indeed of Mei! 
When LunprRKIN to Town his cattle drove, '.! 1/1 4) | | 
A Maiden fine-bedight he hapt to lover; OY © 
The Maiden fine bedight his Love retains, | 
And for the Village he forſakes the Plains. 
Return, my Lunzz&x1x theſe Ditties hear, 


Spells will try, and Spells ſhall caſe my Care. 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times mark the Givkns;' 
And turn me uur 100 0p around. * Mn 
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When firſt the Year I heard the Cuckoo ling, 
And call with welcome Note the budding Spring, 
I ſtraightway ſet a running with ſuch Haſte, 
DzesB'xan that won the Smock ſcarce ran ſo faſt; 
Till ſpent for Lack of Breath, quite weary grown, 
Upon a rifing Bank I fat adown, 

Then doffd my Shoe, and, by my Troth, I ſwear, 
Therein I ſpy'd this yellow frizzled Hair, 

As like to LuBBERKIN's in Curl and Hue, 

As if upon his comely Pate it grew. 


With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


At Eve laſt Midſummer no Sleep I tz 
But to the Field a Bag of Hempſeed brought; 
I ſcatter'd round the Seed on every ide, 
And three Times in a trembling Accent cry'd, 
This Hempſeed with my Virgin Hand I fow, 
Who ſhall my True-love be the Crop ſhall mow. 
I ſtraight look'd back, and if my Eyes ſpeak Truth, 
With his keen Scythe behind me came the Youth. 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times mark the und 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


Laſt Valentine, the Day when Birds of Kind 
Their Paramours with mutual Chirpings 17 
I rearly roſe, juſt at the Break of Day, 

Before the Sun had chas d the Stars away; ; 


* - 


A. field 
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A. ſield I went, amid the Morning Def ́ 97 0 
To milk my Kine (for ſo ſhould Huſwives do) 
Thee firlt I ſpy'd ; and the firſt Swain we ſee, £ 

In Spite of Fortune; ſhall our True love J wy n 
See, LUBBERKIN ! each Bird his Partner take.” 12 0 

And canſt thou then fry” Sweetheart dear forlake P 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times mark the Ground, 
And turn me thrice . around, around. 


| * 
Laſt May. day F air 1 ſearch'd to find a Snail. q & nd | 
That might my ſecret Lover's Name reveal; ed F-.---. i 

Upon a Gooſeberry-buſh a Snail I found, . | | 
For always Snails near ſweeteſt Fruit abound. ENT | 

I ſeiz'd the Vermine, Home I quickly ſped. . = 
And on the Hearth the Milk-white Embers 2 ; | i 
Slow crawl'd the Snail, and if I right can . 

In the ſoft Aſhes mark d a curious le 
Oh! may this wondrous Omen lucky er 

For L is found in LUBBERKIN and Love. Wat 


With my ſharp. Heel I hn Times mark = Ground, . | 
And turn me thrice, around, around, ar Sd! 


e 


T 3 
2 & 
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Two Hazel. nuts I threw into the Win, 
And to each Nut T gave a Sweetheart's Name: 
This, with the loudeſt Bounce me ſore amaz ths ad 
That in a Flame of brighteſt „„ r 
As blaz d the Nut ſo may thy Paſſion grow 2 


For twas thy Nut that did ſo brightly glow. ö 
| With 
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With my ſharp Heel I three Times mark the Ground, A 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


As Peaſecods once I pluck'd, I chanc'd to ſee 
One that was cloſely fill'd with three times three, 
Which when I cropp'd, I ſafely home convey'd, 
And o'er the Door the Spell in Secret laid ; 
My Wheel I turn'd, and ſung a Ballad new, 
While from the Spindle I the Fleeces drew ; 1 
The Latch mov'd up, when who ſhould firſt come in, 
But, in his proper Perſon, —LusBERKiN. | 
I broke my Yarn, ſurpris'd the Sight to ſee, 
Sure Sign that he would break his Word with me. 
Eftſoons I Join'd it with my wonted Slight; 
So may again his Love with mine Oy 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times ak the Ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


This Lady. ſiy I take n off the Graſs, 
Whoſe ſpotted Back might Scarlet red ſurpaſs. 
Fly, Lady-bird, North, South, or Eaft, or Weſt, 
Fly where the Man is found that I love beſt. © 
He leaves my Hand; fee to the Weſt he's flown,  -: .. 
To call my Trye-love from the faithleſs Town. 


* * 11} 1 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
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My Shepherd's Name ſhall flouriſh on the — 1b. 


I fling th mann PR ER 
Upon the Graſs a perfect L is read: 


Yet on my Heart a fairer Lis ſeen 
Than what the paring marks apen "ut Green 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times mk the Ground, | 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

This Pippin ſhall another Trial make; ad 7 
See from the Core two Kernels brown I take; 
This on my Cheek for Lunszzxin is worn. 
And BoosycLop on tother Side is borne: 

But BoosycLop ſoon drops upon the Ground. 

A certain Token that his Love's unſound, | 
While Luszzxx1x flicks firmly to the laſt; 
Oh! were his Lips nau, 


Rory Tt 


With my ſharp Heel 1 three Times mark the eien, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. | 


As LuBBERKIN once ſlept beneath a Tree. 
I twitch'd his dangling Garter from his Knee; 
He wiſt not when the hempen String I drew; 
Now mine I quickly doff of inkle Blue; 
Together faſt I tye the Garters twain, 
And while I knit the Knot repeat thus Strain ; 
Threes Times a True-love's Knot I tie ſecure, 
Firm be the Knot, firm may his Love endure ! 
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With my ſharp Heel bthree Times mark the mn 
And turn me W r . 


AST was wont, i uudgd laſt n og 
To Town, with new. laid Eggs preſerv'd in Hay. 
I made my Market long before 'twas Night, 

My Purſe grew heavy, and my Baſket light. 
Straight to the 'Pothecary's Shop I went, 

And in Love-powder all my Money ſpent ; 

Behap what will, next Sunday after Prayers, 
When to the Alehouſe LuBBERKiN repairs, 

Theſe golden Flies into his Mug I'll, throw, 

And ſoon the Swain with fervent Love ſhall glow, 


With my ſharp Heel 1 three Times mark the Ground, f 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. ; 


* hold —our Lightfoot barks, and cocks his Ears, 
Oer yonder Stile ſee LusBERRKIx appears. 
He comes] he comes! HosNEL1a's not bewray d, 
Nor ſhall ſhe, crown'd with Willow, die a Maid. 
He vous, he ſwears, he'll give me a green Gown; 
Oh dear! I fall adown; adown, adown! 
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BUK INA T. 


HY, Grinane. add thou wild way | 

Y There's ſorrow in thy look, if right I deem. 
'Tis true, yon" oaks with yellow tops appear, 
And chilly blaſts begin to nip the year; 
From the tall elm a ſhower of leaves is home, 
And their loſt beauty riven beeches mourn; 
Yet even this ſeaſon pleaſance blithe affords; 
Now the ſqueez'd preſs foams with our apple hoards, 
Come, let us hie, and quaff a cheery bowl, 
Let cyder new waſh ſorrow from thy foul. 


Gnu. Ah! BumktneT! fince thou from hence wert gone, 
From theſe fad plains all merriment is flown; 
Should I reveal my grief, twould ſpoil thy cheer, 
And make thine eye overflow with many a tear. 


Buuk. Hang ſorrow !-let's to yonder hut repair, 
And with trim ſonnets caſt away _ care. 
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G1LL1an of Croydon well thy pipe can play, 

Thou fing'{t moſt ſweet © Oer hills and far away.“ 
Of PaTitnt GRIsSEL I deviſe to ſing, 

And catches quaint ſhall make the vallies ring. 
Come, GruBBiNoOL! beneath this ſhelter come, 
From hence we view our flocks ſecurely roam. 


Gxrxvus. Yes, blithſome lad, a tale I mean to ſing, 
But with my woe {hall diſtant vallies ring; 
The tale ſhall make our kidlings droop their head, 
For woe is me !—our BLOUZELIND 1s dead. 


Buuk. Is BLouzELINDa dead? farewell, my glee ! 
No happineſs is now reſerv'd for me. 
As the wood pigeon coos without his mate, 
So ſhall my doleful dirge bewail her fate. 
Of BLovuzELIiNDa fair I mean to tell, 


The peerleſs maid that did all maids excel. 
Henceforth the morn ſhall dewy forrow ſhed, 

And ev'ning tears upon the graſs be ſpread; 

The rolling ſtreams with wat'ry grief ſhall flow, 


And winds ſhall moan aloud---when loud they blow, 


 Henceforth, as oft' as autumn ſhall return, 
The dropping trees, whene'er it rains, ſhall mourn; 
This ſeaſon quite ſhall ſtrip the country's pride, 
For twas in autumn BLovztLiNDA dy'd. | 


Where'er I gad, I BIOUZ ELIN D ſhall view, 
Was daity, barn, and mows, our paſſion knew. 
When I direct my eyes to yonder wood, 

Freſh riſing ſorrow curdles in my blood. 


Thither I've often been the damſel's guide, 51111 


When rotten ſticks our fuel have ſupply'd; 
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There I remember ho her faggots large 

Were frequently theſe happy ſhoulders charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown, - 
And ſtuff'd her apron wide with nuts ſo brown; 
Or when her feeding hogs had miſs d their way, 
Or wallowing mid a feaſt of acorns lay, 

Th' untoward creatures to the ſtye I drove, 

And whiſtled all the way—or told my toys: 


If by the dairy s hatch I chance to hie, 
I ſhall her goodly countenance eſpy. | 
For there her goodly countenance I've ſeen, 
Set off with kerchief ſtarch'd and pinners clean. 
Sometimes, like wax, ſhe rolls the butter round, 
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound. 
Whilom I've ſeen her ſkim the clouted cream 
And preſs. from ſpongy: curds the milky ſtreum. 
But now, alas ! thele ears ſhall hear no more 
The whining ſwine ſurround the dairy door : 
No more her care ſhall fill the hollow tray, 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 


Lament, ye ſwine! in grunting ſpend your grief, 2 
For you, like me, have loſt your ſole relief. * 


When in the barn the ſounding flail I ply, 
Where from her ſieve the chaff was wont to fly, 
The poultry there will ſeem around to ſtand, 
Waiting upon her charitable hand ; 


No ſuccour meet the poultry now can find, 
for they, like me, bays Joſt their BLoUzBLI ND, 


Whenever by yon What I = 


before my eyes will trip the tidy laſs, | | 
I pitch'd 
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I pitch'd the ſheaves (oh! could I do ſo now). 
Which ſhe in rows pil'd on the growing mow. 
There every deale my heart by love was gain d. 
There the ſweet kiſs my courtſhip has explain'd: 
Ah! Brouzzlixp! that mow I nceer ſhall fee, 
But thy memorial will revive in me. 


Lament, ye fields! and rueful ſymptoms ſhow, , 
Henceforth let not the ſmelling primroſe grow ; J 
Let weeds inſtead of butter-flowers appear, 

And meads inſtcad of daifies hemlock bear ; 

For cowllips ſweet let dandelions ſpread, 

For BLovzELixDa, blithſome maid ! is dead. 
Lament, ye ſwains! and oer her grave bemoan, . 
And ſpell ye right this verſe upon her ſtone ; 
„Here BLovUzELINDA lies—Alas; alas! 


+ Weep, ſhepherds land remember fleſh 1 1s grab. * 


GRUB. Albeit thy ſongs are ſweeter to mine car 
Than to the thirſty cattle rivers clear, 
Or winter porridge to the lab'ring youth, 
Or buns and ſugar to the damſer's tooth; 
Yet BLouzELiNDA's name ſhall tune my lay; 
Of her Ill ſing for ever and for aye, 


When BLouzxtiinD expird, the wether's hell 
Before the drooping flock toll'd forth her knell; 


The ſolemn death-watch click'd the hour ſhe dy . 


And ſhrilling crickets in the chimney cry'd: 
The boding raven on her cottage ſate, 
And with hoarſe croaking warn d us of her fate; 
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The lambkin, which her wonted. tendance . hs 
Dropp d on the plains that fatal anſtant dead, 8 
dw arm' d on a rotten ſtick the bees I ſpy d, 


Which erſt I ſa when Goody Dobſen dy d. i va 4 
How ſhall I, void of tears; her death relate = 05 200 18K 
bie on her darling's bed her mother fate; 5215 510) 016! SH 
 WThcle words the dying BLouz IU A ſpoke/, 1th 


And of the dead let none the will revoke ;.... .. 
Mother, quoth ſhe, let not the poultry need, 3 
And give the gooſe wherewith o raiſe her breed; SEL Sy 
e rg On SV oft 
Amid the ducklings let her Jeavies corn; wery was 12d fa 
The ſickly calf. that's hous'd, be {ure to tend, | 
Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend... * 
et ere I die- ſee, Mother, yonder eb bys 30 n 1 
here ſecretly I've hid my worldly pelf. r 80 107 
wenty good ſhillings 1 in a Tag I laid, 1 7x 
e ten the parſon's, for my ſermon paid: 
[he reſt is yours My ſpinning- Wheel dal 125 
et Sus Ax keep for her dear fifter's ſake :* Ol e ee Jt 70 
ly ncw ſtraw hat, that's trimly lind witli green 
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et Pz6Gy wear, for ſhe's à damſel cleans” hg ad 
ly leathern bottle, long in harveſts try'd; . Fe 
 Grussinots=this ſilver ring beſide: 13 
bree ſilver pennies and a nine: pence oc bur eutt] 
token kind, to Buukix E be ſ ent. d HT 
bus ſpoke the maiden, While the 1 dub r 12d T 
ad peaceful, like the harmleſs.lamb, the dy d. 


To ſhow their love, the neighbours brood ans 76 1 al 
llow'd, with wiſtful look, the damſel's Sigh 1d eu ba 
orig d roſemary the lads and laſſes bore, 
tle diſmally the A walk'd before. 

Upon 
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Upon her grave the roſemary they threw, 
The daiſy, bas ie ve and endive blue. 


After the good man warn d us from his text, 


#4 ww 


| That none could tell Whoſe turn would be the next, 


He ſaid that Heaven would take her foul, no doubt, 
And ſpoke the hour-glals 1 in her praiſc---quite out, 


To her ſweet mem'ry flow” ry garlands ſtrung, | 
O'er her now empty ſeat aloft were hung ; 


With wicker rods we fenc'd her tomb around, 


To ward from man and beaſt the hallow'd ground, 
Leſt her new grave the parfon's cattle raze, 


For both his horſe and com the church-yard graze, 


Now we trudg'd homeward to her mother's farm, 
To drink new cyder mull'd, with ginger warm: 
For Gaffer Tx£zaDweLL told us by the bye, 
Exceſſive ſorrow is exceeding dry. 


While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 


Or laſſes with ſoft ſtroaking milk the cow; 


While paddling ducks the ſtanding lake defire, 
Or batt ning hogs roll in the ſinking mire; 

While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raiſe, 
So long ſhall ſwains tell BLouzzLinDa's praiſe. 


Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy ſtrain, | 
Till bonny Sus Ax ſped acrols the plain: 
They ſeiz d the laſs, in apron clean array d. 
And to the alehouſe forc'd the willing maid, 
In ale and kiſſes they forget their cares, 
And Susan Wo x. E. ers. 
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UBLIMER ſtrains, O raftic muſe!” prepare; ©!” 
Forget a-while the barn and dairys care; oo 

Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raiſe, | 
The drunkard's flights require ſonoroùs lays; n | 
With Bow2zysnevsy' ſongs exalt thy verſe,” Se ERA 9 
While rocks and woods the various notes reticarle.”” S i j 
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Twas in the ſeaſon oh the 22 111. . 

Of the ripe harveſt gan to rid the ſoil; + * FINE | 
Wide thro rag Sarat wor PIES 1. OA DIE 
Clean damſels bound the gather d ſheaves about; 

The lads with ſharpen'd hook and ſweating brow ous” 
Cut down the labours of the Winter- plough. 40 Tl 110 1 
To the near hedge young Sus ax ſteps aſide, . Bag of 
She feign'd her coat or garter was unty'd; | | Hol l 
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Whate'er ſhe did, ſhe ſtoop'd adown unſeen, 
And merry reapers what they liſt will ween. 
Soon ſhe roſe up, and cry'd, with voice ſo ſhrill, 
That Echo anſwer'd from the diſtant hill; 

The youths and damſels ran to SUsAN's aid, 
Who thought ſome adder had the laſs diſmay'd. 


When faſt aſleep they BowzvBtvs ſpy'd, 
His hat and oaken ſtaff lay cloſe beſide; , 
That Bowz vRE vs who could ſweetly ſing, 
Or with the roſin'd bow torment the ſtring ; 
That BowzyBxus who with fingers ſpeed 
Could call ſoft warblings from the breathing reed; 
That BowzyBEus who with jocund tongue, 
Ballads, and roundelays, and catches ſung. 
They loudly laugh to ſee the damſel's fright, 
And in diſport ſurround the drunken wight. 


Ah! Bowzysee, why didſt thou ſtay ſo long? : ; F 
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous ſtrong ! | |; 7 


Thou ſhouldſt have left the fair before twas night, 
But thou ſat'ſt toping till the morning light. 


, Cic'Ly, briſk maid, ſteps forth before the rout, 
And kiſs d, with ſmacking lip, the ſnoaring lout; 

For cuſtom ſays, whoe'er this venture proves, 

For ſuch a kiſs demands a pair of gloves. 

By her example Doxcas' bolder grows, 

And plays a tickling ſtraw within his noſe; / 
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8 


He rubs his noſtril. ang.in-wonted. joke... 1 yd att 167 


The ſneering ſwains with ſtamm ring ſpeech balbake. 
To you, my lads, I'll ſing my carols o'er ; | 


' 3811 1 


As for the maids. Ie ſomething elſe in a8e220 - al wor 


ein 9101 any waar lit 


No ſooner Sue wad bs tuneful ſong. ie z1a[boc 
But lads and laſſes raund about him g | 


$5.44 ++ 4 


Not ballad-ſinger plac' d above che crowd asl £221 gu 


Sings with a note ſo ſhrilling ſweet and loud Þ(1107 0. ar 


Nor pariſh-clerk who calls the palm ſo cet, La i 


Like BowzyBEus rn th attentive ear. (10 2. 

yi T4 ; er 
Of nature's laws bis carols firſt ny 000 

Why the grave owl can never face the ſun ; 

For owls, as ſwains obſerve, deteſt the light, 

How turnips hide their {welling heads below, 

And how the cloſing coleworts upward grow; 

How Will-a-wiſp milleads/night-faring clowns 

Oer hills, and ſinking bogs, and pathleſs downs: 

Of ſtars he told, that ſhoot with ſhining trail, 

And of the glow-worm's light that gilds his tail : 

He ſung where woodcocks in the ſummer feed, 

And in what climates they renew their breed: 

Some think to northern coaſts their flight they , 

Or to the moon in midnight hours aſcend: 

Where ſwallows in the winter's ſeaſon keep, 

And how the drowſy bat and dormouſe fleep: 

How nature does the'puppy's eyelid cloſe, 

Till the bright ſun has nine times ſet and roſe: 


0 


701 
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For 
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For huntſmen, by their long experience, find, © 
That puppies {till nine rolls ſuns are blind. 


FI he) * 


Now he goes. on- nd fbauof — and n 


For ſtill new fairs before his eyes aroſe: 
How pedlars ſtalls with glitt ring toys are n 


The various fairings of the entre e . 


Long ſilken laces hang upon the tine, 
And rows of pins and amber bracelets ſhine: 


How the tight laſs knives, combs,'and ſeiſſars bei. 


And looks on thimbles with deſiring eyes: 

Of lott'ries next with tuneful note he told, 
Where ſilver ſpoons are won and rings of gold: 
The lads and laſſes trudge the ſtreet along, 
And all the fair is crowded in his ſong: 

The mountebank now treads the ſtage, and ſells 
His pills, his balfams, and his ague-ſpells; 
Now o'er and o'er the nimble tumbler ſprings, 
And on the rope the vent'rous maiden {wings ; 
Jack-Pudding, in his party-colour'd jacket, 
Toſſes the glove, and jokes at every packet: 
Of raree-ſhows he ſung; and Punch's feats, 


Of pockets pick d in crowds, and various cheats. 


Then ſad he ſung The Children in the Wood ; 


Ah! barb'rous uncle, ſtain'd with infant blood! 
How blackberries they pluck d in deſerts wild, 
And fearleſs at the glitt ring faulchion-ſmild: 
Their little corpſe the robin-red-breaſts found. 


And ſtrow d with pious bill the leaves around. 


Ah! 


he. 
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Ah! gentle birds! if this verſe laſts ſo long, 
Your names ſhall live for ever in my ſong.” | 


For buxom Joan he ſung the doubtful: ftiſe, | 
How the fly failor made the maid, a wife. 


To louder ** he rais d his voice, to tell. 
What woful wars in Chevy-chace befell, | 
When Piercy drove the —— with hound — born, 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn 
Ah! With'rington! more years thy life had crown d, 
If thou hadſt never heard the horn or hound 
Yet ſhall the Squire who fought on bloody ſtumps, 
By future bards be wailꝰd in doleful dumps. 


All in the land of Eſſex next he chaunts, 
How to ſleek mares ſtarch Quakers turn gallants : '/' 
How the grave brother ſtood on bank ſo green; 
Happy for him if mares had never been 


Then he was ſeiz'd with a religious qualm, 
And on a ſudden ſung the hundredth pſalm. 


He ſung of Taffey Welch, and Sawney Scot, 
Lilly-bullero, and the Iriſh Trot. 
Why ſhould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 
Or Wantley's dragon ſlain by valiant Moore; 
The bower of Roſamond, or Robin Hood, 
And how the graſs now grows where Troy town ſtood ? 
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His 
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His carols ceas' d: the liFring maids and ſwains | 
Seem ſtill to hear ſome ſoft imperfect ſtrains. 


Sudden he roſe, and as he reels along, 


Swears kiſſes ſweet ſhoutd well reward his ſong g. 


The damſels laughing fly ; "the giddy clown © 


Again upon a wheat-ſheaf drops adown; . .. 
The pow'r that guards the drunk his ſleep attends, 
Till 1 like is face the ſyn deſcends. 
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E Perſian Maids ! attend your poet's lays, 


Not all are bleſt whom Fortune's hand ſuſtains 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the 1 
Well may your hearts believe the truths T tell; 

'Ti is virtue makes the bliſs whereer we dwell. 


Thus SELIM cane. by Bed triathcindan/dys 
Nor praiſe but ſuch as truth beſtow'd deſir d. 
es ct es IH 990.1 164 
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Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt Bliſs to find, 
What groves nor ſtreams beſtow, a virtuous mind. 


When, ſweet and bluſhing like'a virgin bride, - 1-0 
The radiant Morn reſum'dher orient pride; | 
When wanton gales along the valleys play, 

Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their ſweets away, 
By Tigris wand' ring waves he ſat, and ſung 
This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young : 


« Ye Perſian Dames!” he ſaid, © to you belong 
„(Well may they pleaſe !) the morals of my ſong: 
No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 

« Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around! 
« The Morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes: 

For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know: -- - 
« Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are. 
« The belt kind bleſſings Heay'n can grant the fair. 
Who trult alone in beauty's feeble rar. 
« Boalt but the worth Baſlora's pearls diſplay; .., ||. 

« Drawn from the deep we on their e Inks.” 
But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 
Such art the maids; and ſuch the charms 7 2 9 
« By ſenſe umaided, or to virtue loft. - — 

Sell. flattrimg e your hearts ee 

6 That Love an. en r re Gain 3 | 


' . 


on BOLOGURYS 3 


Or hope a lover hy your faults to en 


As ſpots on exmine beautify the Kin 


Who {ceks ſecure to rule, be firſt her cane 
Each ſofter xirtue. that adorns the ſair : 


„Each tender paſſian man delights to find. 


« The lov'd perfectiom gt a female mind. 


gleſs d were the days when Wis do held her xeign, 


„And ſhepherds ſought her on the ſilent Plain; AS 
« With Tzuzg ſhe welded in the ſecret grove, 9 
Immartel Tau rz I and daughters ble ſs d their Wer r 


« O haſte, fair Maids! ye Virtues! come away, 
« Sweet Peace and Pletity lead you'on your way! a 
« The balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ür, 
By Ind excell'd'or Araby no more. n 


Loſt to our fields, for ſo the Fates Sni 
The dear deſerters ſhall return again. 


Come thou, whole thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear; | 


« To lead the train, ſweet Mops ty] appear: 

Here make thy court amidſt our rural ſcene, 

„And ſhepherd-girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 

With thee be CuAsT IT, of all afraid, 

« Diſtruſting all, a wiſe, ſuſpicious maid ; 

« But man the moſt—not more the mountain doe 

*« Holds the ſwift faulcon for her deadly foe. 

5 5 is her breaſt, like flow'rs that drink the dew, . 
A ſilken veil conceals her from the view. | 


ey 
2 ORIENTAL ECLoovets 


No wild deſires amidſt thy train be known, 

«But FariTH, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone; 

5 Deſponding Meexntss, with her downcaſt eyes, 

« And friendly PI v, full of tender fighs; 
And Love the laſt: by theſe your hearts approve ; 

« Theſe are the Virtues that _ lead to love.“ | 


Thus An the ſwain, and ancient legends f 
The maids of Bagdat verify'd the lay. | 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along, 


+ The ſhepherds lov'd, and SeLiw bleſs'd his ſong. 
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N fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, © 

Each ſwain was bleſt, for every maid was kind; 

At that ſtill hour when awful midnight reigns, 7 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on 5. 

And paſt in radiance thro the cloudleſs K, li 
Sad o'er the dews two brother ſhepherds fled, | 1 
Where wild ring Fear and deſp'rate Sorrow led: | 
Faſt as they preſt their flight, behind them lay —_ 
Wild ravag'd plains, and vallies ſtole away. 85 | 
Along the mountain's bending ſides they ran; 
Till, faint and weak, Secander thus began: 


SECAND'ER. 


O ſtay thee, Agib! for my feet deny, | . 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly.” 5 
XVIII. | R Friend 
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Friend of my heart! O turn thee and ſurvey, . 
Trace our {ad flight thro all its length of way! 
And firſt review that long- extended plain, 
And yon' wide groves, already paſt with pain: 
Yon' rugged cliff, whoſe dangerous path we try'd ; 
And laſt, this lofty mountain's weary fide. 


A G 1 B. 


Weak as thou art, yet, hapleſs! muſt thou know 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe. 
Still as I haſte the Tartar ſhouts, behind, 
And ſhrieks and ſorrows load the ſadd ning wind: 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, | 
He blaſts our harveſts and deforms our land.” | 
Von' citron grove, when firſt in fear we came, 
Droops its fair. honours to the conq ring flame: 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their nerd care. 


_— 


S'ECAN DE R. 

Unhappy Land! whole bleſſings tempt the Woord 
In vain, unheard, thou call'it thy Perſian Lord! 
In vain thou courtſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd and protect the maid! 
Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence refign'd, 
Soft dreams ol love and pleaſure ſooth his mind; 
Midſt fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy, 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. | 

2 | | 1 
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Yet el green 1 in ſummer 5 ſultry heat, 
Have lent the monatch off” a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the ſight is Zabran's Now'ry plain, un 
And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd in vain Tf 8 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove, 
By Sargis' banks or Irwan's ſhady grove; ee 
On Tarkie's mountain ratch the cooling geile, 

Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flowry vale: nd 
Fair Scenes! but, ah! no more with peace n 
With eaſe alluring, and with plenty bleſs d; 


No more the ſhepherds whitening tents appear, 
Nor the kind produtts of a bounteous year; 
ws 


g 
3 43} 


18 
3 


No more the date, with ſnowy blooms cr 
But Ruin ſpreads her baleful fires around. 


SECANDE R. 


In vain Circaſſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 

'For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves; 

In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, 

Their eyes blue languiſh, and their golden hair: 
Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief muſt ſend; 
Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. 


A 0 I B. 


Ye Georgian Swains! that piteous learn from far 
Circaſha's ruin, and the waſte of war, | 
Some 
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Some weightier arms than crooks and ſtaffs prepare 
To ſhield your harveſts, and defend your fair; 
The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, * 
Fix d to deſtroy, and. ſtedfaſt to undo. 7 ; 
Wild as his land; in native deſerts bred, 

By luſt incited, or by . 
The villain Arab! as he prowls for prey, 


Oft' marks with blood and waſting flames the way; ; 


Yet none ſo cruel as the Tartar. foe, | 
To death inur d, and nurs d in ſcenes of woe. 


He ſaid; when loud along the vale was heard 
A ſhriller ſhriek, and nearer fires appeard; 
Th' affrighted ſhepherds thro the dews of night 
Wide oer the moonlight hills renew'd their flight. 
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Prone oer the boundleſs waſte 75 
ver HASSAN: with his camels naa. 
One cruſe of water on his back he os g 
And his licht ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty. ſtore: | | 
of painted feathers in his Hand, £71444 


To guard his ſhaded f. n 
The ſultry ſun had id de e e 


| gain'd the- middle 
mn ay iree and not an herb was 24 
ea its with Pain their duſty way purſue „ 
wic roar'd the winds, and dreary was the wow! 7 8 
eck | ' affrighted | 
Thrice ſigh d, thrice ſtruck his e, and 5 began: ä 
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« Ah! little thought 1 of the blaſting wind, 
« The thirſt or pinching hunger that 4 od 72995 9c 
« Bethink. thee, H\ass4'n ! where fhall Thirſt ade 
« When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage? 975 


Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſignn, 


* Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be tine?" | 


« Ye mute Companions of my tots, that benr 
In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare! 
„Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
* Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to knoß/ 


© Which plains more bleſs'd'or ve vales beſto-- 7 
Here rocks alone and taſteleſs fands are found. 


« And faint and fickly winds for ever how! around: 91 
% Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
„When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my Mays: ; 


510158 


« Curs'd 12 the gold and filver tink; effi” | 
„ Weak men to follow far fatig uing trade! e&w ge * 


—* 


The lily peace outſhines the flvef ſto rcd, 


« And life is dearer than the golden ore; 
Let money tempts us der the defert brown"! 1 
« To ev'ry diſtant mart and wealthy” town: © Ve 


3, 


Full oft we tempt the land, and oft 'the fea; 216) 10 


ABW Dt th 


And are we only yet repaid by thee? N yo 
« Ah! why was ruin ſo attractive made, 55 en . 
Or why fond man lo eaſily betray'd 7 5 


And wake to anguilh,with a burning wound, 


OA LENTIAL: ECO 8 7 


# why heed, we not; while mad we lfte along, 55 N CG 
The gentle voice df Peate; or Plealunt's long ? 


* 


Or herefqre think the H Ty niountain's rem i Bb 
The fountain's murmuts; and the yalley's'pride IG 
„Why think we theſe lefs plealing to behold Fu bs 
- Than dreary deftets, ˙ Bend Ns N 


** Sad was the hours, nd heck we tdi, * 
9 Wen ain mee TCO 


« O Cale, hy feats 1+-All frantic as , N 
“ When thought creates unnumnber'd ſeries 1 
+ What if the lion im s rage 
+ Ofr' in the duft 1 lien hia-qufinted; et; 
« And ſearful alt, hen Hays declining 1 JO 1 
« Yields, her pale..empure; to ts mguroer, Night, 3 
„By hunger rouz'd be {cours.the rating platt & 
* Gaunt, wolves and ſullem tigers; in his train; P. We 


Before them Death with flirieks directs their 22 by 


« Fills the wild yell, and leads thei; 10 cheit prey. 
« Sad was the Toon and luckleſs was the day, | 
* When firſt from Schirz' yells I, ent My wat” if 


I E018 "o 


„ At thay dead? hoes: the ene aſp ſhall creep, 


IA Z3E HY 


+ meat |. 2 


9.54% l 


If aught of reſt I find, upon my lee: 2 65 2 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent. twiſt his ſcales aun, = 


Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented 
* From luſt of wealth 12 dread of death ſecure! | 


4 OEIENTAT: BOLIOGUES; 


* They tempt no deſertsandino'griefs'they find; i fy 
* Peace rules the day where reaſon rules be ind. 1 
«« Sad was the hour, and lackleſs was the dayͤe 7 
A When firſt from hy eee pr: 


Shed - 4 hapleſs Vouthl for the thy love fach won, 

« Thy tender Zan will be moſt undone. 

« Big ſwell'd my heart, and owa d the powerful 2% 

fs When faſt ſhe pp her tears, as thus ſhe ſaid; /. 
“ Farewell the youth whom fighs could not-detain; - © * 
„ Whom: Zaxa's breaking heart implor'd in yain! 
Vet as thou go'ſt; may every blaſt ariſe | 
<« Weak and unfelt as theſerejefted ſighs: | 
Safe o'er the wild no perils may ſt thou ſee, 
No griefs endure, nor weep, falſe youth! like me;” ; 
* O0! Tet me ſaßely ta the fair return, N NA 
« Say with a kiſs ſhe muſt not, ſhall not, moutnz; s 7558 
« O! Jet me teach my heart tu loſe its fears, 

« Recall d by: Mido voice and n $ tears.” 


IF 33 


le ſaid, and call'd- on \ Heav'n to bleſs the — 
When back to ö walls he bent his 99 © 
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By M COLLINS. 


e 4 ay 
IN Georgia's land, where Tefflis towers are ſeen 
In diſtant, vic along, the. leyel green, 8 3 


While ev'ning dews enrich the glitt ring glade, | 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer Made, 


What time tis ſweet o'er helds of rice t0/firay, 9 * 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day, Ws 2 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen peaceful grove _ 
EMyRA ſung the plealing cares of love. | 6 
Of Anna firſt began the lender ſtrain, 


Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain: 

At morn ſhe came thoſe willing flocks to lead 

Where lilies rear them in the watry mead pc 

From early dawn the live-long hours the told. 

Till late at filent eve ſhe penn d the fold. 
XVII. 


242 o ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 


Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, = 
A various wreath of od'rous flowers ſhe made; N = 
Gay motley'd pinks and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe, - 
The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows ; 5 
All- ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there; | 
The finiſh'd chaplet well adorn d her hair. 


Great Ando chanc'd that fated morn to io, 1 
Buy love conducted from the chaſe away; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 

And ſought the vales and echoing groves among: 
At length he found and wo d the rural maid ; 

She knew the monarch, and with fear obey d. 

« Be every youth ike Toyal Aus mov'd, * 3 
« And every Georgian maid like ABRA lov ur. | 8 7570 8 


45513 


TS, 
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The royal loyer Bore hes. ED the plain, 
Vet ſtill her crook, and. bleating flock remain: . 
Oft' as ſhe wert ſhe” backward turn'd her view, . 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 5 
Fair happy Maid! to other ſcenes remove, 8 
To richer ſcenes of golden power and love! 


a $5 ö 


Go leave the ſimple pipe and ſhepherd's las; 34 1 0 
With love delight; thee, and with Ar 48 reign... mot Pe 
ge every youth like royal ABzas moy' WE See rg 


And every ep maid. like ABRA layd: "if + 131d 
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ORIENTAL e“, 


Yet midſt the blaze of "courts The fix efloves: 
On the cool fountain; or the ſhady grove; 8 
Still with the ſhepherd ir aocence her mind 
To the ſweet vale and flow ty mead inchd; 

And oft' as Spring rene wd the plains with flow rs, 
Breath'd his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant Hours, 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the fylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains and the foreſts green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! 
Each bore a crook all rural in her hand : 

Some ſimple lay of flocks and herds they ſung ; 
With joy the mountain and. the foreſt rung. 

* Be every youth like royal AzBas mov'd, 
And every Georgian maid like ARA lov'd!”” 


© 9 
# þ 


And oft the royal lover left the care 

And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair ; | 148 
. Oft' to the ſhades and low-roof'd cots retir d, | 15 
Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir d. 1 
A ruſſet mantle like a ſwain he wore, 

And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 
* Be every youth like royal ABBAS mov'd, 
And every Georgian maid like ABRA lov'd.” 


Bleſt was the life that royal ABAS led; 

Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 

What if in wealth the noble maid excel? 

The ſimple ſhepherd-girl can love as well. 
2 Let 


8 ORIENTAL ECLQGVES. 


Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewell'd throne 
Be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone ; 


Or wreath like ApBas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown, 
O happy days! the maids around her ſay; 
O haſte, profuſe of bleflings, haſte away! 
„Be every youth like royal Azpas movd, + 
„And every Georgian maid like Azza lovd!” 
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A Shepherd's Boy the ſocks is better NN 
Led forth his flocks along the ſilver Thame, 
Where dancing ſun-beams on the waters play d, 
And verdant alders form d a quiv ring hade. 
There while he mourm d, the ſtreams forgot to flo w- 
The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, © A 
The Naiads wept in ev'ry wat'ry bow- rr. 
And Jovx conſented in a filent how r. 
Accept, O GARTR, the Muſe's early lays, 
That adds this wreath of Ivy to thy Bays; 
Hear what from Love unpractis d hearts endure, 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure. 
Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, 
Defence from Phcebus, not from Cupid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I ſing, ghar 764 
The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 


Why art thou prouder and more hard than they? 
X. 5 I The 


RAS. 


pn HE 30S U "6: 
The bleating ſheep with my complaints agree, 
They parch'd with heat, and I enflam'd by thee. 
The ſultry. Sirius burns the thirſty , plains, 
While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 
| Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 
While your ALEx1s pines in hopeleſs love? 
In thoſe fair fields where ſacred Ifis glides, 
Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides? 
As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 
Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the wat ry glaſs; :_ .. 
But ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 
I ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. _ 
Once I was {kill'd in ev'ry herb that grew, | 
And ev ry plant that drinks the morning dew ; 
Ah wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, F 
Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſhare : 
But nigh yon' mountain let me tune my lays, | 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 
That flute is mine which Col ix tuneful breath 
Inſpir'd when living, and bequeathd i in death: 
He ſaid; ALEx1s, take this pipe, the ſame 
That taught the groves my RosAaLinDa's name: 
But now the reed ſhall hang on yonder tree, 
For ever ſilent ſince deſpis'd by thee. 
Oh! were I made by ſome transforming pow'r - 
The'captive bird that fings within thy bow'r! 
7 Then 


, - 
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Then might my voice ty liſliwigears empley, * 
And I thofe kiſſes he receiyes, enjoy. - | 

And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng. | 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pax applauds. the hogs donid 
The Ny mphs forfaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, © OY 
Their early fruit, and milk-white turtles bring; 
Each am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in Vain 
On you their gifts ars all beſto d again 
For you the ſwains the faireſt flowers deſign. L 
And in one- garland all their beauties join; 

Accept the wreath-which you deſerve alone, 
In whom all beauties are 'compris'd in one. 

See what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear} | 
Deſcending Gods have found Elyzium here. 
In woods bright Vzvus with Aponis ftray'd; | 
And chaſte Diaxx haunts the foreſt- hade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the filent hours, 
When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly bow is; 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, 

And crown d with corn, their thanks to Cxxxs yield. 

This harmleſs grove no lurking viper hides, 

But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides. 

Here bees from bloſſoms ſip the roſy dew, 

But your ALExIS knows no ſweet but you. 

Oh deign to viſit our forſaken ſeats, 

The molly fountains, and the green retreats ! 

Where'er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the glade, 

Trees, where you fit, ſhall crowd into a ſhade; 
|  Whereer 


4 " $.a0z HM 5; 28 | 
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Where'er you tread, the bluſhing flow'rs ſhall ' riſe. 
And all things flouriſh Where you turn your eyes. 
Oh! how I long with you to paſs my days. = 
Invoke the Mules, and reſound your praiſe! [14 0A = 
Your praiſe the birds ſnall chaunt in ev'ry grove, / 43 
And winds ſhall waft it to the pow'rs above. ka 25 
But would you ſing, and rival Ozenzvus' rn: 
The wond'ring foreſt ſoon ſhould dance again, 0 
The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call. 
And headlong.ſtreams hang liſt ning in their TY 
But ſee, the ſhepherds ſhun the manly ents: 1c 399A 
The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retrete 2 
To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove: | 
Ye Gods! and is there no relief for Lve?5ß? 
But ſoon the ſun with milder rays deſcends/;/ -'.-)  ;/ Þ 
To the cool ocean, where his journey ends 
| On me Love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 
| By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 
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A PASTORAL. 


By Mr. POPE. 


IRST in theſe fields I try the ſylvan ſtrains, 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Windſor's bliſsful plains : 
Fair Thames, flow gently from thy ſacred ſpring, 
While on thy banks Sicilian Muſes ſing; 
Let vernal airs thro' trembling oſiers play, 
And ALz1on's cliffs reſound the rural lay. 


vou“, that too wile for pride, too good for pow'r, 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 
And carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 
To all the world illuſtriouſly are loſt ! 
O let my Muſe her ſlender reed inſpire, 
Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre ; 
So when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 
The Thruſh may chant to the forſaken groves, 
But, charm'd to filence, liſtens while ſhe ſings, 
And all th' aerial audience clap their wings. 
No, XI, K 


* Sir William Trumbull. 


2 Is. 
Soon as the flocks ſhook off their nightly dews, 


Two Swains, whom Love kept wakeful, and the Muſe, 


Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair: 
The dawn now bluſhing on the mountain's ſide, 


Thus Daennis ſpoke, and STREPHON thus reply'd: 


| DarnuNis. 

Hear how the birds, on ev'ry bloomy ſpray, 
With joyous muſic wake the dawning day ! 
Why fit we mute when early linnets ſing, 
When warbling Philomel ſalutes the ſpring ? 
Why ſit we ſad when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 
And laviſh nature paints the purple year ? 


STREPH O N. 

Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 
While yon' ſlow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 
Here on green banks the bluſhing vi'lets glow ; 
Here weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. 

Ill ſtake yon' lamb, that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys. 


nes. 

And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines: 
Four figures riſing from the work appear, 

The various ſeaſons of the rolling year; 
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And what is that, which binds the radiant ſky; 
Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous order lie? 


| D AM o N. 

Then ſing by turns, by turns the Muſes ſing, 
Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daifies ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground ; 
Begin, the vales ſhall ev ry note rebound. $ Ws 


Pd © FLY mags 
Inſpire n me, Phe in my Dz:14's praiſe, _ 
With WaLLzR's ſtrains, or Gz anvitie's moving 2 2 
A milk- White bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, 
That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing ſand, 


| JJ 7 RON 
o Love! for Sruvis me las gain the prize, 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes ; 


No lambs or ſheep for victims I'll impart, 
Thy victim, Love, ſhall be the ſhepherd's heart. 


STREPH ON. 

Me gentle DEIIA beckons from the plain, 
Then hid in ſhades, eludes her eager ſwain; 
But feigns a laugh, to ſee me'ſeach around, 
And by that laugh the willing fair is found, 


4 


DAP n- 
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DAPTHN IS. 

The ſprightly SyLVIA trips along the green, 
She runs, but hopes ſhe does not run unſeen; a 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies, 

How much at variance are her feet and 8 


| STREPH ON. 
Oer rg ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 
Bleſt Thames 's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield, 
Feed here, my lambs, I'll ſeek no diſtant field. 


DarnNis. 
Celeſtial Venus haunts Idalia's groves; 
D1ana Cynthus, CERES Hybla loves; 
If Windſor ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windſor ſhade. 


STREPH ON. 
All nature mourns, the ſkies lament in ſhow's, 


Huſh'd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping flow'rs; 


It DrIIA ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, 
The ſkies to brighten, and the birds to ſing. 


DAPHN 1s. 
All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The Sun's mild luſtre warms the vital air; 
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If SyLv1a ſmiles, new glories gild the ſhore, 
And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 


STREPHON. 1 

In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 9 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, A 
But DEL1a always; abſent from her fight, | 
Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 


DA?HN1s. 

SYLVIa's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day ; 
Ev'n ſpring diſpleaſes, when ſhe ſhines not here; 
But, bleſt with her, tis ſpring throughout the year. 


STREPH ON. 
Say, ſhepherd, ſay, in what glad foil appears 
A wond'rous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears? 
Tell me but this, and III diſclaim the prize, 


And give the conqueſt to thy SYLv1A's eyes. 


DaP?HNils. 

Nay, tell me firſt, in what more happy fields 
The Thiſtle ſprings, to which the Lily yields? 
And then a nobler prize I will reſign; 

For SYLV1A, charming SYLv14, ſhall be thine. 


DAMON, 


SPR HN 6. 


DAMON. 

Ceaſe to contend, for, Darnanis, I decree 
The bowl to STREPHON, and the lamb to thee : 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe nymphs 1n ev'ry grace excel, 
Bleſt Nymphs, whoſe ſwains thoſe graces fing ſo well! 
Now riſe, and haſte to yonder woodbine bow'rs, 
A ſoft retreat from ſudden vernal ſhow'rs ; 
The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 
While opening blooms diffuſe their ſweets around. 
For ſee! the gath'ring flocks to ſhelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitfui ſhow'rs deſcend. 
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BexrATHitheiltde « ſprclirig;Beoeh abe, 1 
HvLAsS and com fung their rural H? n bid 
This mourn d faithlefs, that an abſent Love, Wit 2990 97 
And DtL14's name and Dokts filld the grove.” Jon et Nu 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, yourdfacred fuer bring: 
HvILAS and Os rural lays I ſing. * EDO. 963 5d been | 
Thou *, whom the Nine with Praurus“ wit inſpire, 5b 
The art of Tz xence;/ and MixAnotiyfire;” 115 
_ Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and whoſe üer charm 4 
Whoſe judgment ſways us, and whoſe ſpirit warms ?? 
Oh, ſkilld in nature! ſee the hearts of Wains, 1) 
Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender pains. 
Now ſetting Phoebus ſhone ſerenely brignit. 
And fleecy clouds were ſtreak d with purple licht; | 91 
When tuneful'Hy ras with melodious moan” © 00 
Taught rocks N and made the mountains „ 1 


e Swans! ©; it rapled 3078 


2 | AUTUMN, APASTORAL. 


Go, gentle gales, ne bear my fighs away! 5 FR 


To DzLra's ear the tender notes convey. 
As ſome ſad Turtle his loſt love deplores, 
And with deep murmurs fills the ſounding ſhores; 
Thus, far from DELIA, to the winds I mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. | 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along! 
For her, the feather'd choirs neglect their ſong; 
For her, the limes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 
For her, the lilies hang their heads and die. 
Ye flow'rs that droop, forſaken by the ſpring, 
Ye birds that, left by ſummer, ceaſe to ſing, 
Ye trees that fade hen autumn-heats remove, 
Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
Cursd | be the fields that cauſe amy Dziia's ſtay;; 
Fade Sry bloſſom, wither ev ry tree, bb 5 
Die ev'ry flow' r, and periſh all, but ſhe, . 
What haye I ſaid? where er my DEL flies, 
Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow's ariſe; 
Let opening roſes knotted oaks adorn, 
And liquid amber drop from ey'ry thorn. - 
So, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along! 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, - 
The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Not balmy ſleep to lab'rers faint with pain, 

| 1 | 
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Not ſhow'rs to larks, or ſunſhine to the bee, 
Are half ſo charming, as thy fight to me. ZE 20 
Go, gentle gales, and hear my fighs away |... 
Come, Dz114, come; ah, why this long delay? 
Thro' rocks and caves the name of DzLia PIG. 
DELIA, each cave and echoing rock rebounds: . 41555 
Ye pow'rs, what pleahng frenzy ſooths my mind. | 
Do lovers dream, or is my DzL1a kind? .,. ..... | 
She comes, my DzLta comes No- ceaſe my — 
And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away! ! 
Next A6con ſung, while Windſor groves admar: d, a 
Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what yourſelf inſpir c. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain! 
Of perjurd Dox1s, dying I complain: — * 
Here where the mountains leſs ning as they riſe | bn 
Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the ſkies: : _ 
While lab'ring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, es + 
In their looſe traces from the field retreat: 
While curling ſmoaks from village-topsare ſeen, 
And the fleet ſhades glide oer the duſky green. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Beneath yon' poplar oft we paſt the day: 
Olt on the rind I carv'd her am'rous vows, 
While ſhe with garlands hung the bending houghs: 
The garlands fade, the vows are worn away; 
So dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain! 


Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 
. | | Now 
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Now golden fruits on loaded branches ſhine, 

And grateful cluſters fwell with floods of wine; - 

Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow grove; 

Juſt Gods! ſhall all things yield returns but love? 

EReſoundl, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay 
The ſhepherds cry, Thy flocks are left a my — 

Ah! what-avails it me, the flocks to keep, - | 

Who loſt, my heart while 1 prefery'd my ſheep? 

PAN came, and afk d, what magie caus d my ſmart, 

Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? 

What eyes but hers, alas, have pow r to move! 

And is there magic but what dwells in love? 

EReſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful rains! 
Ill fly from ſhepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plains. 

From ſhepherds, flocks and plains, I may remove, 

Forſake mankind; and all the world but love! 

I know thee, Love? wild as the raging main, 

More fell than tygers on the Lybian plain: 

Thou vert from Ætna burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 

Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mourntul lay! 

Farewell, ye woods! adieu the light of day! 

One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains. 

No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains!. 
Thus ſung the ſhepherds till th approach of night, 

The ſkies yet bluſhing with departing light, | 

When falling dews with ſpangles deck'd the glade, 

And the low ſun had lengthen'd ev'ry ſhade. 
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LYC1DAS. 


'THYRSIS, the muſic of that murm'ring ſpring 


Is not ſo mournful as the ſtrains you ſing. 

Nor rivers winding thro? the vales below, {10 
So ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly flow. 

Now ſleeping flocks on their ſoft fleeces lie, 

The moon, ſerene in glory, mounts the ſky, 
While filent birds forget their tuneful lays, 

Oh ſing of Daraxe's fate, and DarnNe's praiſe! 


THYRS1S. 


Behold the groves that ſhine with ſilver froſt,. 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loſt. 
Here ſhall I try the ſweet ALrzxis' ſtrain, 

That call'd the liſt ning Dryads to the plain? 
Thames heard the numbers as he flow'd along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 
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Leina. 
So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 
And ſwell the future harveſt of thy field. 
Begin; this charge the dying Darane gave, 


And ſaid, Ve ſhepherds, ſing around my grave!“ 


Sing, while beſide the ſhaded tomb I mourn, 
And with freſh bays her rural ſhrine adorn. 


Turist. 


Ye gentle Muſes leave your cryſtal fpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylyans cypreſs garlands bring; 
Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bows, as when Aponts dy'd ; 

And with your golden darts, now-uſeleſs grown, 
Inſcribe a verſe on this relenting ſtone : 

« Let nature change, let heav'n and earth deplore, 
„Fair DaPHNE's dead, and love is now no more!“ 
"Tis done, and nature's various charms decay; 

See gloomy clouds obſcure the cheerful day! 
Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours ſcatter d on her bier. 
See, where on earth the flow'ry glories lie, 
With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
Ah what avail the beauties nature wore ? 

Fair Darane's dead, and beauty is no more! 

For her, the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 
Nor thirſty heifers ſeek the gliding flood. 

The filver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan, 
In notes more ſad than when thèy ſing their own; 
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In hollow caves ſweet Echo filent lies, 

Silent, or only to her name rephes, 

Her name with pleaſure once ſhe taught the ſhore, 

Now DarhxE's dead, and pleaſure is no more 
No grateful dews deſcend from ev'ning ſkies, 

Nor morning odours from the flow rs ariſe; 

No rich perfumes refreſh the fruitful field, 

Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield. 

The balmy Zephyrs, ſilent ſince her death, 

Lament the ceaſing of a ſweeter breath; 

Th' induſtrious bees neglect their golden ftore ; 

Fair DaeHaNe's dead, and {ſweetneſs is no more! 
No more the mounting larks, while Daren ſings. 

Shall liſt ning in mid air ſuſpend their wing 

No more the nightingales repeat her lays, 

Or huſh'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprays : 

No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear, 

A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear, 

But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhore, 

Fair DArHNE's dead, and muſic is no more! 
Her fate is whiſper d by the gentle breeze, 

And told in ſighs to all the trembling trees; 

The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and wood, 

Her fate remurmur to the fily 5 

The filver flood, fo ey calm, appears 

Swell'd with new paſſion, and o'erflows with tears; 

The winds and trees and floods her death deplore, 

DazHxe, our grief! our glory naw no more! 
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But ſee ! where DHE wond'ring mounts on high, 
Above the clouds, above the ſtarry ſky ! 
Eternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 
Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green! 
There while you reſt in Amaranthine bow'rs, 
Or from thoſe meads ſelect unfading flow'rs, 
Behold us kindly who your name implore, 
DarnxkE, our. goddeſs, and our grief no more 5 


LY CI DAS. 


How all things liſten, while thy muſe complains ! 
Such filence waits on Philomela's ſtrains, 
In ſome ſtill ev'ning, when the whiſp'ring breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 
To thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 
If teeming ewes increaſe my fleecy breed. 
While plants their ſhade, or flow'rs their odours give, 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praiſe ſhall live. 


vj ES SS * 


See pale Orion ſheds unwholeſome dews, 
Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time obey. 
Adieu ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams and groves, 

Adieu ye ſhepherd's rural lays and loves; 

Adieu my flocks, farewell ye ſylvan crew, 
Paruxe farewell, and all the world adieu! 
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BEHOLD, my fair, where'er we rove, 
What dreary proſpects round us rife ; 
The naked hill, the leafleſs grove, | 
The hoary ground, the frowning ſkies! 


Nor only through the waſted plain, 
Stern Winter, is thy force confeſs d; 
Still wider ſpreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy power uſurp my. breaſt. 


Enlivening hope and fond defire . 
Reſign the heart to ſpleen and care, 
Scarce frighted love maintains her fire, 

And rapture ſaddens to deſpair. 


In groundleſs hope and cauſeleſs fear, 
Unhappy man! behold thy doom, 
Still changing with the changeful year, 

The ſlave of ſunſhine and of gioom. 
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Tir'd with vain joys and falſe alarms, 
With mental and corporeal ſirife, | +» 

Snatch me, my STELLA, to thy arms, | 

And ſcreen me from the ills of lite, 0 
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Pax HE Curfew tolls the knell of parting * 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly der the lea, 
The N home ward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 
Now fades the glimm' ring landſcape on the ſight, 

And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 

And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds ; 
Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 

Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign, 

XV, A 
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Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould ring heap, 


Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 


The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 
The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 
The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouze them from their lowly bed. 
For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
No children run to liſp their ſire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 
Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 
The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour : 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 
Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 

If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn iſle and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe, 
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Can ſtoried utn or animated buſt. 

Back to its manſion call the flecting breath ? 
Can Honour's voice proyoke the ſilent duſt, 

Or Flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold car of Death 7 
Perhaps in this neglected ſpot i is lad 

Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have ſway d 

Or wak'd to ecſtaſy the living lyre. 
But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 

Rich with the ſpoils of time, did ne er unroll; 


Chill penury repreſs d their noble rage, 


And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 
BY Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flower 1s born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. 
Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 
Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 
Th applauſe of liſt ning ſenates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter plenty Oer a ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſtry 1 in a nation's eyes, 
Their lot forbad; nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, = 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind, 
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The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenſe kindled at the muſe's flame. 
Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd-to ſtray ; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 
Yet een theſe bones from inſult to protect 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 
With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck d, 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 
Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter'd muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply : 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 
For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being cer reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind? 
On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 
For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd dead 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 
3 Haply 
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Haply ſome boarychonJed ſwain may oY e 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 
© To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 
There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
« His liſtleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 
Mutt'ring his way ward fancies he would rov, 
No drooping, woeful man, like one forlorn, 


Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopeleſs love. 
One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom d hill, 


Along the heath and near his fav rite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beſide the nll, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood Was he; 
The next with dirges due in fad array 
slow thro' the church-way path we ſaw him borne. 
Approach and read (for thou canſt read) the lay, 
© Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” 


THE EPITAPH. 


H RE reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown. 
Fair ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark d him for her own. 
: Large 
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law was his bounty, -and his ſoul ſincere, 
Heay'n did a recompenſe as largely ſend ; 
He gave to mis ry all he had, a tear, 
He gain'd from Heay'n ('twas all he wiſh'd) a friend. 
Nor farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, AK 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The boſom of hjs Father and his Gad, 
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On his imperial throne : 405 b es diu 1 

His valiant peers were plac'd around; m | 


IT Their brows with roſes and with myrtles bo m it 
(So ſhould deſert in arms be ep 9 U = 
The lovely Thais by his ſide, ES Ted 
Sate like a blooming eaſtern bride _ e 7 we ele | 
In flow'r of youth andbeauty!s pride, 1 
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TimoTHEvs placd on high 
Amid the tuneful chor. 
With flying fingers touch d the lyre: E 
The trembling notes aſcend the ſky, 
And pre & Joys inſpire. 25 
The ſong hegan from Jove; :; eo 
Who left his bliſsful ſeats above, 
(Such is the pow'r of mighty love!) 
A dragon's fiery form bely'd the God: 
Sublime on radiant ſpheres he rode, 
When he to fair Ol VMA prels'd, 
And while he ſought her ſnowy breaſt : 
Then round her lender waiſt he curl'd, | 
And ſtamp'd an ĩmage of himſelf, a ſovereign of the world, | 
The liſt ning crowd admire the lofty found z | 
A preſent deity, they ſhout around,” 


A preſent deity, the vaulted roofs reboiba | 3 1225 

. With raviſh'd ears 8 0 ? 8555 B 
li The mongrch — 15 E 
| And ſeems to ſhake the wo” * * 5 ds 2 

| | big nlp 62d bog 10%-10 100 
lf The praiſe of al then, tlie ſweet mufician Tung; 
Of Baccunvs ever fair, and ever young: 8 
8 The jolly God in triumph comes 
| Sound the trumpets; beat the drums: 

| -2 © Fluſh'd with a purple grace 

| He ſhews his honeſt face, 
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Now gives the hautboys breath; He comes, he Comes. 
Baccuvs, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain : 
Baccnvs' bleſſings are a wetiſate, U 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure; 
Rich the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure; 
Sweet 1s pleaſure aſter pain. 


IV. 
Sooth'd with the Gon the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again; 
And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he flew the ſlain. 

The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe ; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes 
And while he heav'n and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand and check'd his pride. 

He choſe a mournful muſe 

Soft pity to infuſe : 
He ſung Dar1vs great and good, 

By too ſevere a fate, 


Fall'n, fall'n, fall'n; fall'n, 
Fall'n from his high eſtate, 
And welt'ring in his blood: 
Deſerted at his utmoſt need, 
By thoſe his former bounty fed, 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 


With not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 
With 
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' With down-call looks the joyleſs victor fate, 
Revolving in his alter d ſouwl 

The various turns of chance below; 


And, now and then a ſigh he ſtole 
And tears began to flow. 15161 


V. 
The mighty maſter ſmiPd, to fee _ 
That love was in the next degree: 
Twas but a kindred ſound to move; 
For pity melts the mind to love. en l 
Softly ſweet, in Lydian meaſurgs,*.! -. | | 141 801 
Soon he ſooth'd his ſoul to pleaſures. 20 50A 
War, he ſung, is tail and trouble; 928X144 
Honour but an empty bubble. - | * 
Never ending, ſtill beginning. dr bit 
Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroying, 14 bors 
If the world be worth thy Winning 
Think, O think, it worth enjoying. 
Lovely Taais fits beſide thee, 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 
The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe ; * 
So love was crown'd, but muſick won the cauſe. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, | 
Gaz'd on the fair | 
Who caus'd his care, 
And ſigh'd and look d, ſigh'd 5 look'd, | 
Sigh'd _ look d, and figh'd again: 
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At length, with love and wine at once oppreſs d. 
The vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her breaſt. 


. 
Now ſtrike the golden lyre again; 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain. 
Break his bands of ſleep aſunder, 
And rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid ſound 


Has rais d up his head. 
As awak'd from the dead. 
And amaz d, he ſtares around. | t/ 
Revenge, revenge, TiyorTrEus crie s,, 
See the Furies ariſe, FIT 3: HIS 
See the ſnakes that they F 14 
How they hiſs in their hair 
| And the ſparkles that flaſh mw _ Of” Nl 
Behold a ghaſtly band, | bs bot. 
Each a torch in his att . 5 vr i cet e ne mnt 
Thoſe are Grecian: ghoſts, that in battle were dan 5 
: And unbury'd retain 
| Inglorious on the 1 f 
Give the vengeance due | 


To the valiant crew. 
Behold how they toſs their torches on high, 
How they point to the Perſian abodes, 
And glitt'ring temples of their hoſtile Gods! 


{6 1 

The princes applaud, with a furious joy ; | 
And the king ſeiz d a flambeau, with zeal to deſtroy; 
TXrais led the way, 


To light him to his prey, 
And, like another He LEN, bred another Troy... 


e | * 10 


Thus long ago. 2 
Ere heaving bellows. lead to dor. 


While organs yet were mute; 
Tinor zus to his breathing flute 


And ſounding lyre, 1 x A 
Could ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle fol dere. $ 
At laſt divine CzciL1Aa came; ii 
| Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The ſweet enthuſiaſt, from her ſacred Fe 
Enlarg'd the former:narrow. bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds,  -- 
With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. | 
Let old TimorTrz us yield the prize, | 
Or both divide the crown : 

He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies; 

She drew an angel dan. 
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pLU Tus, CUPID; AND TIME. 


F all the burthens man muſt bear, 
Time ſeems molt galling and ſevere; 


Beneath this grievous load oppreſs d, 


We daily meet ſome friend diſtreſs'd. 
What can one do? I roſe at nine; 
Tis full fix hours before we dine: | 
Six hours! no earthly thing to do! * 
Would I had doz'd in bed till two. | 
A pamphlet is before him ſpread, 
And almoſt half a page 1s read; 
Tird with the ſtudy of the day, 
The flutt'ring heets are toſs d away. 
He opes his ſnuff. box, hums an air, 
Then yawns and ſtretches in his chair. 
Not twenty, by the minute hand! 


Good Gods! fays he, my watch muſt ſtand! 


How muddling tis on books to pore! . 

I thought Tad read an hour or more. 

The morning, of all hours, I hate. 3: 

One can't contrive to riſe too late. 
To make the minutes faſter run, 

Then, too, his tireſome. ſelf 1 hun, 
n 


| To 


PAS 


PLUTUS, CUPID, AND TIME; 


To the next coffee-houſe he {| peeds, 
Takes up the news, ſome ſcraps he reads. 
Saunt'ring, from chair to chair he trails; 
Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 
He ſpies a partner of his woe; 

By chat afflictions lighter grow; 
Each other's grievances they ſhare, | 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. 

Says Tou, Since all men muſt confels, 
That Time lies heavy, more or leſs, 

Why ſhould it be ſo hard to get, 

Till two, a party at Piquet? 

Play might relieve the lagging morn : 
By cards long wintry nights are borne. 
Does not Quadrille amuſe the fair, 
Night after night, throughout the year? 
Vapours and ſpleen forgot, at play 
They cheat uncounted hours away. 

My caſe, ſays W1LL, then muſt be hard, 
By want of {kill from play debarr'd. 
Courtiers kill Time by various ways; 
Dependance wears out half their days. 
How happy theſe, whoſe Time ne'er ſtands! 
Attendance takes it off their hands, 

Were it not for this curſed ſhow'r, 

The Park had whil'd away an hour. 

At court, without or place or view, 

I daily loſe an hour or two. 

It fully anſwers my deſign, 
When I have pick'd up friends to dine; ; 


INN e FU 
MAT OPS SITY? pO. 


The tavern makes our burden light ; 
Wine puts our time and care toflight. 
At fix (hard caſe!) they call to pay? 
Where can one go? 1 hate the play. 
From fx till ten! unleſs in ſeep, 
One cannot ſpend the hours ſo b 
The comedy's no ſooner done, 

But ſome aſſembly is begun; 

Loit'ring from room to'foom 1 fray, » 
Converſe, but nothing hear or ſay: 

Quite tir'd, from fair to fair I ram 
So ſoon! I dread the thoughts of home. 


From thence, to quicken flow-pac'd Night, = 


Again my tavern friends invite: 
Here, too, our early mornings: N N 


Till drowſy ſleep retard the glass. 


Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 


And make each other's'caſe their Cm. 


Conſider, Friends, no hour rolls on 


But ſomething of your grief is gone. 


Were you to ſchemes of bus neſs bred, 

Did you the paths of learning tread, 

' Your hours, your days, would fly too faſt; 
ou'd then regret the minute paſt. 

Time's fugitive and light as wind: 

'Tis indolence that clogs your mind: 

That load from off your ſpirits ſhake, 

You'll own, and grieve for your miſtake. 

Awhile your thoughtleſs fpleen ſuſpend, 

_Then read, and (if you can) attend. 
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4 PLUTUS CYPID, AvD. TIME; 


As pi u Tus, to divert his care, | 
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air, W 
Cvuerd O ertook his ſtrutting pace. R 
Each ſtar d upon the ſtranger's face, oy ea Ag 
Till recollection ſet em right, | | 2 
For each knew th' other but by: fight, 

After ſome complimental talk, | 
Tinu met em, bow'd, and join'd their walk, 
Their chat on various ſubjects ran, 
| But moſt, what each had done for man, 
Prlurus aſſumes a haughty air, 
Juſt like our purſe- proud fellows here. 
Let kings (ſays he), let coblers tell, 
Whoſe gifts among mankind excel. 
Conſider courts; what draws their train? 
Think you 'tis loyalty, or gain ? 
That ſtateſman hath the $684 hold, 
Whoſe tool of politics is gold; 
By that, in former reigns, tis ſaid, Pe 
The knave in power hath ſenates led: * 
By that alone he ſway ' d debates, 
Enrich'd himſelf, and beggar'd ſtates. 
Forego your boalt. You muſt conclude 
That's moſt eſteem'd that's moſt purſued. 
Think, too, in what a woeful plight 
That wretch mult live whole pocket's light. 
Are not his hours by want depreſt ? 
Penurious care corrades his brealt. 
Without reſpect, or love, or friends, 
His ſolitary day deſcends, 
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You might, ſays Curio, doubt my 2 
My knowledge, too, in human hearts, 
Should I the pow'r of gold diſpute. 
Which great examples might confute. 

I know when nothing elſe prevails 
Perſuaſive money ſeldom fais 
That beauty, too, (like other ware s 
Its price, as well as conſcience, bears. 
Then marriage (as of late ea 

Is but a money - job at beſt. 

Conſent, compliance may be ſold; 

But love's beyond the price of . 4 
Smugglers there are who, by retail, 
Expoſe what they call Love'to ſale; 
Such bargains are an arrant cheat: 
You purchaſe flatt ry and deceit. | 
Thoſe who true love have ever try d. 
(The common cares of life ſupply 9. 
No wants endure, no wiſhes make, 
But ev'ry real joy partake. PE 
All comfort on themſelves 75401 0 Les 
They want nor power, nor wealth, nor friends. 
Love, then, hath ev'ry bliſs in ſtore; | 
'Tis friendſhip. and tis ſomething more. 

Each other ev'ry wiſh they give: 

Not to know love is not to live. | 

Or Love or Money, (TiME reply'd) . 

Were men the queſtion % ͤ bn 
Would bear the prize: on both intent, 
My boon's neglected or W E en 
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PLUTUS CUPID, AND TIME. 
Tis I who meaſure vital ſpace, 


And deal out years to human race. 


Tho' little priz d, and ſeldom ſought, 
Without me love and gold are nought, 
How does the miſer time employ ? 

Did I cer fee him life enjoy? 
By me forſook, the hoards he won 
Are ſcatter'd-by his laviſh ſon, 4 
By me all uſeful arts are gain d; 


Wealth, learning, wiſdom, is attain'd; 


Who then would think (ſince ſuch my wr) 


That cer I knew an idle hour? 


So ſubtle and ſo ſwift I fly, 

Love's not more fugitive than J. 

Who hath not heard coquettes complain 

Of days, months, years, miſpent in vain ? 
For time miſus'd they pine and waſte, _ 
And Love's ſweet pleaſures never taſte, 
Thoſe who direct their time aright, 


If love or wealth their hopes excite, 
In each purſuit fit hours employ d. 


And both by time have been enjoy d. 

How heedleſs then are mortals grown! 

How little is their int'reſt known ! 

In ev'ry view they ought to mind me, 

For when once loſt they never find me. 
He ſpoke. + The gods no more contyl. 


- Andhis ſuperior gift confeſt, 


That time (when truly. underood) 


Is the molt precious earthly good, 2908 *- 
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COMPLAINT OF THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH) 


WHEN PRISONER AT WOODSTOCK, 1554- 


By W. SHENS TONE, Eſq. 


WES you hear how once repining 
Great EL1Za captive lay; 
Each ambitious thought ins 

Foe to riches, pomp, and {way 


While the nymphs and fwains delighted, 
Tript around in all their pride; 

Envying joys by others {lighted, 
Thus the royal maiden cryd: 


: = 


« Bred on plains, or born-in vallies, ”, ,, 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adieu ? ; 


Stranger to the arts of malice," * 
 « Who would ever courts purſue ? 


© Malice never taught to treaſure, 
« Cenſure never taught to bear: 

* Love is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure; 
„Love is all the ſel's care. 


« How can thoſe of humble ſtation 

« Vainly blame the powers above? 
© Or accuſe the diſpenſation 

« Which allows them all to love? 


« Love like air is widely given; | 
« Pow'r nor chance can theſe reſtrain; 

« Trueſt, nobleſt gifts of Heaven! * 
Only pureſt on the plain | | 
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COMPLAINT OF THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH: 


Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 
« All in ſtars and garters dreſt, 

« As on Sundays, does the lover 
With his noſegay on his breaſt. 


« Pinks and roſes in profuſion, 
% Said to fade, when Chloe's near; 
« Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion ;— 
« But the ſhepherd is ſincere. 


« Cheerly oer the brimming pal ; 
*« Cowſlips all around her ſpringing, 
« Sweetly paint the golden vale. 


« Hark to yonder milk-maid bein 


« Never yet did courtly maiden 

« Move ſo ſprightly, look ſo fair; 
« Never brealt with jewels laden 

« Pour a ſong ſo void of care. 


« Would indulgent Heav'n had granted 
„Me ſome rural damſel's part! 

« All the empire I had wanted 
Then had been my ſhepherd's heart. 


Then with him o'er hills and mountains, 
« Free from fetters, might I rove: 

&« Fearleſs taſte the cryſtal fountains ; 
Peaceful ſleep beneath the grove ! 


* Ruſtics had been more forgiving ; 
„Partial to my virgin bloom: 
“ None had envy'd me when living; 


None had triumph'd o'er my tomb.” 
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IN VET A T2 OO 1 


OR THE 


PASSIONATE SHEPHERD ro nis LOVE, 


[ATTRIBUTED TO SHAKESPEARE. ] 


OME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 

That hills and valleys, dale and field, 
And all the craggy mountains yield. 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 
There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſes ; 
A cap of flow'rets and a girdle, 
Embroider'd all with leaves'of myrtle; 
A gown made of the fineſt wool, | 
Which from our pretty lambs we'll pull ; | l 
Fair lined ſlippers for the cold, 'Y 
With buckles of the pureſt gold; | 
A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, - f 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds. 
The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing 
For thy delight each May morning. 
Then if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


T H E 


CONSIDERATION, 


OR THE 


NYMPH's REPLY To Tz SHEPHERD. 


F that the world and love were young, 
And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 
Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 
But, time drives flocks from field to fold, 
And rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 
| And all complain of cares to come. 
| The flow'rets fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter-reckoning yield: 
i A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
Ils fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall. 
Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy bed of roſes, 
= Thy cap, thy girdle, and thy pokes, 
1 Some break, ſome wither, ſome forgotten, 
In ſolly ripe, in reaſon rotten; 
Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds; 
All theſe in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love.— 
But, could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed. 
Had joys no date, and age no need; 
Then theſe delights my mind might mave 
To live with thee, and be thy love, 
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N 
By DAVID MALLET. 


I. 
AM uus at the filent ſolemn hour 
When night and morning meet, 
In glided Maxc'rET's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at WILLIAu's feet. 


II. 
Her face was like an April morn 
Clad in a wintry cloud, 
And clay-cold was her lily hand 
That held her fable ſhroud. 


III. * 
So ſhall the faireſt face appear 
When youth and years are flown; 
Such 1s the robe that kings muſt wear 
When Death has reft their crown. 
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2 WILLIAM and MARGARET, 


IV. 
Her bloom was like the ſpringing flow'r 
That ſips the ſilver dew ; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 
Juſt opening to the view. 


V. 


But Love had, like the canker-worm, 


Conſum'd her early prime : 
The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek ; 


She dy'd before her time. 


VI. | 
* „Awake!“ ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
« Come from her midnight grave ; 


il Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
= Thuy love refus'd to ſave. 


l VII. 
| | This is the dumb and dreary hour 

| When injur'd ghoſts complain, 
i « When yawning graves give up their dead 
« To haunt the faithleſs ſwain. 


| | VIII. 

ll i *« Bethink thee, WILLIAM! of thy fault, 
| „Thy pledge and broken oath, | 

1's * And give me back my maiden vow, 

| And give me back my troth. 


| ; 6c Why 


i Why 


WILLIAM any MARGARET. 


X. 
« Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 
« Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 
« Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? 


X. 
« How could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forlake ? 
„How could you win my virgin heart, 
Vet leave that heart to break? 


XI. 


Why did you ſay my lip was ſweet. 


« And made the ſcarlet pale ? 
« And why did I, young witleſs maid !: , 
« Believe the flatt'ring tale ? 


XII. 


« That face, alas ! no more is fair, 
Thoſe lips no longer red: 

*« Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 
« And ev'ry charm is fled. 


XIII. 
The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
„This winding ſheet I wear ; 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


« But 


| 
| 
| 


WILLIAM and MARGARET. 


XIV. 


© But, hark! the cock has warn'd me hence 
„A long and late adieu 

© Come ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies 
„Who dy'd for love of you. 


XV. 
The lark ſung loud, the morning ſmil'd 
With beams of roſy red ; 
Pale WILLIAM quak'd in ev'ry limb, 
And raving left his bed. 


XVI. 


He hy'd him to the fatal place 

Where MaRC'RET's body lay, 

And ſtretch'd him on the green graſs turf 
That wrapp'd her breathleſs clay. 


XVII. 


And thrice he call'd on Maxc'RET's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore, 

Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke never more. 
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b i689 #3190! \ * 
Fan in the windings af 1a, | 
Faſt by a ſheltering wood, ne T 
The ſafe retreat of health and peace, WERE" 
7" humble cot: age l Hood. a 3 | bit ; 


There beayteous Extra dora, ali 
Beneath a mother s e; 412 

Whoſe only wiſh on earth was ngo 
To ſee her bleſsd, aud die 3 
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The ſofteſt blaſh-that nature forces 91 


Gave colour t9;her.cheek; +4 4 
Such orient colour ſmiles thro' heaven, 


When vernal mann break. 


Nor let the pride of great ones — 
This charmer of the plains: 


That ſun, who bids their nnd blaze, | 


To paint our uy deagns.” 


Long had ſhe fill d each youth with love, : 
Each maiden with deſpair; - | 
And tho by all a wonder od, 
Yet knew not the was fair. 


Till Epwix came, the pride of Grains, 
A ſoul devoid. of artes, 


And from whoſe eye, ſcrenely mild, 


Shone forth the feeling heart.” 
7 Nr moOntwel vob: Net 2 4 mutun 
oi {trot 0 n MDGs 6 
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A mutual flame was quickly caught; 


Was quickly too reveald: 
For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh, 
That virtue keeps conceal d. 


What happy hours of home-felt bliſs 
Did Love on both beſtow !. 
But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, - 
Where fortune proves a foe. 


His ſiſter, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, - 
To work their harm, with wicked ſkill, 
Each darker art employ'd. 


The father too, a fordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all unfeeling as the clod | 
From whence his riches grew. 


Long had he feen their ſecret flame, 
And ſeen it long unmov'd : 

Then with a father's frown at laſt 
Had ſternly difapprov'd. - 


In Epwix's gentle heart, a war 
Of differing paſſions ſtrove : 

His heart, that durſt not difobey, 
Yet could not ceaſe to love. 


Deny'd her ſight, he oft behind 322 


I be ſpreading hawthorn crept, 


To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 
Where Ela walk d and wept. 


Ke 31 
Oft too on Stanemote's wintry waſ er 
Beneath the moonlight- hade 
In ſighs to pour bis ſoften'd ol. 

The midnight-mourner ſtray d. 


Us check, where health with beauty hoe. : 
A deadly pale o'ercaſt: - 

er gran fol dv / 
Before the northern blaſt. We" 


The parents now, with 1 
Hung oer his dying bed; | 
And weary'd Heaven with vr Wn * 


And fruitleſs ſorrow: ſhed. 


'Tis paſt! he cry'd-buitat your sj, r 
Sweet mercy yet cammove,:' /-, {| 

Let theſe dim eyes once more „ 101d 
What they muſt ever love! 


She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch d, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 
Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So morning dews appear. 
But oh! his ſiſter's jealous care, 
A cruel ſiſter ſhe ! 


Forbad what EMMA came to ſay; 
„My Eowin hve for me.” 


Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 
The church-yard path along, 


The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 
Her lover funeral ſong. 2 


S671 


Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found - 
In every buſh his hovering 1 


His groan in every ſound. 


Ali appall d, thus had ſhe abr 
The viſionary vale— | 
When Io! re | 
Sad ſounding in the gale! 


Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling Aon 


Her aged mother's door 
He's gone! ſhe cry*d;, and I ſhall ſee 
That angel-face no more! 


I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my ſide 


From her * arm down ſunk her head; 


She ſhivering ſighd and dy d. 
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F. R in a wild, unknon to public view, 
From youth to age a rev rend Hermit grew ; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 

His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well: 
Remote from man, with God he paſs'd his days; 
Fray r all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure on 


A life ſo ſacred, ſuch rene repoſe, 
Seem d heav'n itſelf till one ſuggeſtion roſe: 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey, 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway: 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenor of his ſoul is loſt: 

IX. | | 
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So when a ſmooth, expanſe receives impreſt 
Calm nature's image on it's wat'ry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow. 
And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow ; . 
But if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on every fide, _ 

And glimmering fragments of a broken ſun, 


F 


( 

Banks, trees and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 1 

To clear this doubt, to know the world by ſight, 

To find if books or ſwains report it right ;* | \ 

(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, bY It 

Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 80 

He quits his cell: the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 3 7 

And fix d the ſcallop in his hat before: . P, 

Then with the ſun a riſing journey went. T] 

Sedate to think, and watching each event. T} 

The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, * 

2 And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; © Th 

| But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, | De, 
| A youth came poſting oer a crofling way; 

His raiment decent, his complexion fair, / 

And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. Alo 

I)hen near approaching, Father, hail ! he cry'd ; Fre! 

| | And hail, my ſon, the rev'rend fire reply'd : Aad 

. Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, Up 1 

And talk of various kind deceiy'd the road; An « 
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Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart; 

Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy elaſps an elm around. 


Now ſunk the ſun; the. cloſing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled oer with ſober gray; 
Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe ; 

When near the road a ſtately palace roſe ; 

There by the moon thro' ranks of trees they pals, 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their {loping ſides of graſs. 
It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome 


Still made his houſe the wand'ring ſtranger's home: 


Yet ſtill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive caſe. 

The pair arrive; the liv ry d ſervants wait ; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 

And all is more than hoſpitably good. 
Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep funk in n nen 


At length tis morn, and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play: 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighbouring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call ; 
An early banquetideck'd the ſplendid hall; 

No. IX, 8 


Rich, 
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Rich, luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 

Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 

Then pleas d and thankful from the porch they go; 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe; abs 
His cup was vaniſh'd; for in ſecret guiſe 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize. 

As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way 
Gliſfning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 

Diſorder'd, ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 

Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear; 

So ſeem'd the Sire; when far upon the road, 

The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd. 

He ſtopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part; | 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard, 

That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 


While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſnrouds, 
The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds: 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 
And beaſts to covert {cud acroſs the plain: 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. 
'Twas built with turrets on a riſing ground; 
And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ; 
Its owner's temper, tim rous and ſevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſart there. 
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As near the miſer's heavy door they ike 

Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew: 

The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 

And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 

Here long they knock, but — or call in vain, 

Driv'n by the wind, and batterd by the rain. 

At length ſome pity warm d the maſter's breaſt 
("Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt) ; 

Slow creeking turns the door with jealous care, | 

And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 

One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, "$4 

And nature's fervour through their limbs recalls: 

Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with eager wine | 

(Each hardly granted), ſerv'd them both to dine ; 

And when the tempeſt firlt appear d to ceaſe, 4 


A ready warning bid them part in peace. 


With ſtill remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, 
In one fo rich, a life fo poor and rude ; 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took. place, | 
In every ſettling feature of his face, 
When from his veſt the young companion bore - 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely, with the precious bowl, 
The ſtinted kindneſs of this churliſh foul ! 
But 
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But now the clouds in airy tumult fl, 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky : _ 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day; 


The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 


And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 


While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's boſom wrought 


With all the travel of uncertain thought; 


His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 


Twas there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here: 


Deteſting that, and pity ing this he goes, 
Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows. 


Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky, 
Again the wand'rers want a lodging nigh, 


Again they ſearch and find a place to lie. 
The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great; 

It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 
Content, and not for praiſe, but virtue kind. 


Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet ; 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies : 


Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 
To him who gives us all, I yield a part ; 


From 
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From him you come, from him accept it here, 
A frank and ſober, more than coſtly cheer. 

He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 

Then talkꝰd of virtue till the time of bed, 
When the grave houſehold round his hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with prayer. 


At length the world, renew'd with calm repoſe, 
Was ſtrong for toil, the dappled morn aroſe;” 
Before the Pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant flept, 

And writh'd his neck; the landlord's little pride, 
O ſtrange return! grew black, andigaſp'd and dy'd. 
Horror of horrors ! what! his only ſon! 

How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done 
Not hell, though hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 
And breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his heart. 


Confus'd, and ſtruck with ſilence at the deed,” - 
He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. + - 
His ſteps the youth purſues; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd'the way; 
A river croſs d the path; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find; the ſervant trod before; 
Long arms of oaks'an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to ſin, 
Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 
| |  _ Plunging 


;. rr Wr inn 
Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his head, 


Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the dead. 


Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 


Deteſted wretch——But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man : 


His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet; 


His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet: 


Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; , 
Celeſtial gdours breathe through purpled air; 
And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 


Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. . - 


The form ethereal burſts upon his ſight, 
And moves in all the majeſty of light. 


'Though loud at firſt the Pilgrim's paſſion grew, 


Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do; 
Surpriſe in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 
But ſilence here the beauteous angel broke 
(The voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ſpoke). - 


Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 


In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : 


Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, | 


And force an angel down to calm thy mind: 
For this commiſſion'd, I forſook the ſky : ' 
Nay, ceaſe to kneel—Thy fellow ſervant 1. 


Then 


17 HE H ER MIT. 
Then know dhe tnath-of government divine. 


And let theſe ſeruples be no longer thi neee. 


The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, 
In this che right of Providence is laid: 5 
Its ſecret majeſty through all depends 
On uſing ſecond means to work his ends 
_ *Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, E OT 
The Pow'r exerts his attributes on high, bod 219 
Your actions uſes, nor controls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. N 
What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurpriſe, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond'ring eyes? 
Vet, taught by theſe, confeſs th Almighty juſt, 
And where you cant unriddle, learn to truſt ! 
The great vazn man, who far d on coltly food, 
. Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good; | 
Who made his wry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine, 
Has, with the cup, the gracelefs cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 
The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, 'whoſe bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring poor; 
With him I left the cup to teach his mind, 
That Heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its. head; 
IX. H 
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In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from droſs, the ſilver runs below. 
Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, l 
But now the child half-wean'd his heart from God; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain. 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run 5.0 

But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 

Jo all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go 
(And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow): + 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the galt. IF 26th 

Now ons in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 

But how had all his fortune felt a wreck, 

Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back! 

This night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal, 

And what a fund of charity would fail ! 

Thus Heaven inſtructs thy mind; this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace, relign,, and fin no more. 

On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The Sage ſtood wond'ring as the Seraph flew ; 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky; * 

The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 

The prophet gaz d, and wiſh'd to follow too. 

The bending Hermit' here a prayer begun, 
Lord ! as in heaven, on earth thy will be done ; 

Then gladly turning ſought his ancient place, 

And paſs d a life of piety and peace. 
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N the banks of that cryſtalline ſtream 
Where Thames oft his current delays, | 

And charms more than poets can dream | 
In his Richmond's bright villa ſurveys; | 


Fair Ella, of all dhe gay threng 
The faireſt that Nature had feen, 


Now drew ev'ry village along, N Kall 
From the FOO ſhe firſt _ dion green. 


Ah! boaſt not of beauty's: fond power, | 
For ſhort is the triumph, ye fair! 
Not fleeter the blpami of each wer 
And hope is but gilded de ſpain. 611.3 b 
5 A His 
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His affection each ſwain now, behold, 
By. riches endeavours to prove; 
But Ella ſtill cries, What is gold, 
Or wealth, when compared to his love? 


Yes, Allen! together we'll wield 

Our fickles in ſummer's bright day; 
| Together well leaſe o'er the field, 4 
And ſmile all our labours away: 


In winter I'll winnow the wheat, 

As it falls from thy flail on the ground; 
That flail will be muſic as ſweet, 

When thy voice in the labour is drown'd.” 


How oft would he ſpeak of his bliſs! 

Ho oft would he call her his maid ! 
And Allen would ſeal with a kiſs 

Ev'ry. promiſe and vow that he ſaid. 


But, hark! o'er the graſs-level land 
The village-bells ſound on the plain; 

Falſe Allen this morn gave his hand, 
And Ella's fond tears are all vain. 


Sad 


A L LEBEN AND EL L As 


Sad Ella too ſoon! heard the tale, ry 


Too ſoon the ſad cauſe ſhe Was told 


That his was a nymph of the vale; 
That he broke his fond promiſe ſor gold. 


As ſhe walk'd by the margin ſo green, 
Which befringes the ſweet river's ſide, 

How oft was ſhe langutſhing ſeen! + 
How oft would ſhe gaze on the tide ! 


By the clear river,' then, as ſhe fate, 

Which reflected herſelf and the mead, 
Awhile ſhe bewept her ſad fate, 

And the green turf ſtill pillow'd her hang 


There, there lis it Ella I ſee? 

Tis Ella, the loſt, undone maid 

Ah! no; tis ſome Ella, like me, 
Some hapleſs young virgin betray'd ! 


Like me, ſhe has ſortow'd and wept; 
Like me, ſhe has fondly believ'd : 
Like me, her true promiſe ſhe:kept; +: 

Like me, too, is juſtly deceiv'd. 


come, 
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I come, dear companion in gnef !/' f/ 
Gay ſcenes, and-fond-plealures, adieu! 
I come ! - and well gather relief | 
From boſoms 10 chaſe and ſo true. 


Like you, I have mournid the long night, 
And wept out the day in deſpair; 
Like you, I have baniſſd delight, 
And boſom'd a friend in my care. 


Ye meadows, ſo lovely, farewel!.: 
Your velvet ſtill Allen ſhall tread, 

All deaf to the ſound of that knell 
Which tolls for his Ella when dead. 


Your wiſh will, too ſure, be obey'd; 
For Allen her loſs ſhall bemoan : TE 
Soon, ſoon, ſhall poor Ella be laid _— 4 
Where her heant {hall be cold as your own, Lal 


Then, twin d in the arms of that fair dt A1. : 


Whoſe wealth has been Ella lad fate 
As, together, ye draw the {zee air. 
And a thouſand dear pleaſureß acla te; 
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If chance, Oer my turf as ye tread. band att 
Ye dare to affect a fond figh, - rh 8011 

The primroſe will ſhrink her pale head. 
And the violet languiſh and die. 


Ah! weep not, fond maid! tis in vain; 
Like the tears that you lend to the ſtream :* 
Tears are loſt in that watery plain, 8 
And your ſighs are all loſt upon him.” 


Scarce Echo had gather'd the ſound, 
But ſhe plung'd from her graſs-ſpringing bed : 
The liquid ſtream parts to the ground, 
And the mirror clos'd over her head. 


Fs. 


The ſwains of the village, at eve, 
Oft meet at the dark ſpreading yew ; 
There wonder how man could deceive 
A boſom ſo chaſte and fo true. 


With garlands of every flow'r _ | 
(Which Ella herſelf ſhould have made) 
They raiſe up a ſhort-living bow'r ; 
And, ſighing, cry, Peace to her ſhade!” 
4 Then, 


e NN ND E I L* 


Then, hand lock d in hand, as they move 
The green - plotting hillock around. 

They talk of poor Ella, and love. 
And moiſten with tears the frelly ground; 


Nay, wiſh they had never been born, 
Or liv'd. the ſad: moment to view. 
When Allen could thus be forſworn, 


And his Ella could till he ſo truc. 


P ES SY 


ON THE RECOVERY OF THE 


' LADY VISCOUNTESS TYRCONNEL. 


Wu ERE Thames with pride beholds Avovusra's 
And either India pours into her arms; [charms, 
Where Liberty bids honeſt arts abound, * ru 
And pleaſures dance in one eternal round ; 
High-throned appears the laughter-loving dame, 
Goddeſs of mirth, Eur HROSVNE her name. 

Her ſmile more cheerful than a vernal morn; © 

All life, all bloom ! of Youth and Fancy born! 

Toucb d into joy, what hearts to her ſubmit; 


She looks her fire, and 1 r mother's wit! 
No. XLVI. 10 Evir. 
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Oer the gay world the ſweet inſpirer reigns ; 
Spleen flies, and Elegance her pomp ſuſtains. 
Thee, goddeſs ! thee, the fair and young obey ; 
Wealth, Wit, Love, Mulic, all confeſs thy ſway. 
In the bleak wild, evn Want by thee is bleſs'd, 


And pamper'd Pride, without thee, pines for reſt; 
The rich grow richer, while in thee”they find 


The matchleſs treaſure of a ſmiling mind ; 
Science by thee flows ſoft in ſocial eaſe, 
And Virtue, loſing rigour, learns to pleaſe. 


The goddeſs ſummons each illuſtrious name, 
Bids the gay talk, and forms th' amuſive game. 
She, whoſe fair throne is fix d in human ſouls, 
From joy to joy her eye delighted rolls. 


Were is, the goddeſs cried, my favourite, ſhe, 


Of all my race, the deareſt far to me, 
Whoſe life's the life of each refin'd delight ? 


She ſaid—But no TVO RL glads her fight. 


Swift ſunk her laughing eyes in languid fear; 
Swift roſe her ſwelling ſigh, and trembling tear, 


In kind low. murniurs all the loſs deplore; 


Ty RCONNEL droops, and pleaſure is no more. 
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LADY VISCOUNTESS TYRCONNEL. 3 


The goddeſs, filent, paus'd in muſeful air; 
But Mirth, like Virtue, cannot long deſpair. 
Celeſtial-hinted thoughts gay hope inſpired, 
Smiling ſhe roſe, and all with hope were fired. 
Where Bath's aſcending turrets meet her eyes, 
Straight wafted on the tepid breeze ſhe flies, 

She flies her eldeſt ſiſter Health to find. 
And meets her-on the mountain-brow reclin'd. 
Around her, birds in earlieſt concert ſing ; 
Her cheek the ſemblance of the kindling ſpring ; 
Freſh-tin&ur'd, like a ſummer evening {ky, 
And a mild ſun beams ſmiling in her eye. 
Looſe to the wind her verdant veſtments flow ; 
Her limbs yet recent from the ſprings below; 
There oft ſhe bathes, then peaceful fits ſecure, 
Where every gale is fragrant, freſh, and pure; 
Where flow'rs and herbs their cordial odours blend, 
And all their balmy virtuefreſh aſcend. hp 
Hail! ſiſter, hail ! (the kindred goddeſs cries) 

No common ſuppliant ſtands before your eyes, 
You (with whoſe living breath the morn is fraught), _ 
Fluſh the fair cheek, and point the cheerful thought; 
Strength, vigour, wit, depriv'd of thee, decline, 
Each finer ſenſe, that forms delight, is thine ; 


43 
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4 - ON THE RECOVERY OF THE 


Bright ſuns by thee diffuſe a brighter blaze, 
And the freſh green a freſher green diſplays; 
Without thee pleaſures die, or dully cloy, 
And life with thee, howe'er depreſs d, is joy. 

Such thy vaſt pow'r !—The Deity replies, 

| Mirth never aſks a boon, which Health denies. 
Our mingled gifts tranſcend imperial wealth; 
Health ſtrengthens Mirth, and Mirth inſpirits Health, 
Theſe gales, yon ſprings, herbs, flowers, and ſun, are 
Thine 1s their ſmile! be all their influence thine, [mine ; 
Eur unos vNE rejoins—Thy friend{hip prove! 
See ſickening the dear object of my love: 
Shall that warm heart, ſo cheerful een in pain, 
So form'd to pleaſe, unpleas'd itſelf remain? 
Siſter, in her my ſmile anew diſplay, 
And all the ſocial world ſhall bleſs thy ſway. 
Swilt as ſhe ſpeaks, Health ſpreads the purple wing, 
Soars in the colour'd clouds, and ſheds the ſpring : 
Now bland and ſweet ſhe floats along in air; 
Air feels, and foft'ning owns th' ethereal fair: 
In ſtill deſcent ſhe melts on opening flow'rs, 
And deep impregnates plants with genial ſhow'rs, 
The genial ſhow'rs, new-riſing to the ray, 
; Exhale in roſcate clouds, and glad the day. 


LADY vIiScounTEss TYRCONNEL. 8 


Now M "Zephyr's borrow'd voice ſhe' firs, | 
Sweeps the freſh dews, and ſhakes them from her wings, 
Shakes them embalm'd, or in a gentle kifs 

Breathes the ſure earneſt of awaking'blifs. 

SArHIRa feels it with a ſoft ſurpriſe 

Glide through her veins, and quicken in her eyes. 


Inſtant in her own form the goddeſs glows, 
Where, bubbling warm, the mineral water flows. 
Then, plunging, to the flood new virtue gives, 
Steeps every charm, and as ſhe bathes it lives ! 
As from her locks ſhe ſheds the vital ſhow'r, 

Tis done! ſhe cries : theſe ſprings poſſeſs my pow'r ; 
Let theſe immediate to thy darling roll 

Health, vigour, life, and gay- returning ſoul. 

Thou ſmil'ſt, EurnrosyNE ; and conſcious ſee, 
Prompt to thy ſmile, how nature joys with thee. 

All is green life! all beauty roſy bright; 

Full Harmony, young Love, and dear Delight! 

See vernal Hours lead circling joys along ! 


All ſun, all bloom, all fragrance, and all ſong ! 
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| Receive thy care! Now Mirth and Health combine, 
| Each heart ſhall gladden, and each virtue ſhine, 


Quick to AucusTA bear the prize away; 
There let her ſmile, and bid the world be gay. 
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N 8 Gag and man 's oer labour ſenſe 
ow itſelf by reſt ;— © = 
— my deſign's © 3 5 
To note the Chamber: I will write all down :— © 
Such and ſuch pictures there the window;—ſuch 
The adornment of her bed: The arras N figures 7 
Why, ſuch and ſuch: nd the contents of the ſtory —— 
Ah! but ſome natural notes about hen body 
(Above ten thouſand meaner moveables 
Would teſtify) to enrich mine inventory. 
O Sleep, thou ape 'of death, tie dull upon _” 
Come off, come off Tating off a brateter] © 
Tis mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, - 
As ſtrongly as the conſcience does wihin. 
To the madding of ber Lord. No more. 
Why ſhould I write this down. that's riveted, 
Screw'd to my memory 2. haye enough: 
5 * the trunk again, and 2 the ſpring of it. 


an II. Scene II. 
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en 
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AWAKING BEFORE THE CAVE. 


F : 


ES, Sir, to Milford Haven; which is the way? f 
I thank you. By yon buſh ?—Pray how far thither 
Ods Pittikins !—Can it be ſix miles yet! 

I have gone all night :—Faith, I'll ie down and fleep— 
But ſoft, no bed - fellow: O, gods and goddeſſes! 

I hope I dream; but tis not ſo: Good faith, 

I tremble till with fear: but if there be 

Yet left in heaven as ſmall a drop of pity 

As a wren's eye, fear d Gods, a part of it! 

A headleſs man !—The garments of Poſthumous ! 

I know the ſhape of his leg: this is his hand! 

This is P18 Ax ro's deed, and CLorkx's: O 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 

Who chance to find us. O my Lord! my Lord! 
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N T E R R'D beneath this marble obs, 
Lie ſaunt ring Jack and idle Joan. 
While rolling years threeſcore and one 
Did round this globe their courſes run; 

If human things went ill or well 
If changing empires roſe or fell; 

The morning paſt, the evening came. 

And found this couple ſtill the ſame. 7 
They walk'd, and eat, good folks ! what then? FM. 


Why then they walk d and eat again. 


They ſoundly llept the night away: 
They did juſt nothing all the day: _ 
And having bury'd children four, 
Wou'd not take pains to try for more. 
No ſiſter either had, nor brother; 


They ſeem' d juſt tally'd for each other. | 
Wm Their 


2 | AN EPITAPH, 


Their moral and oeconomy 

Mot perfectly they made agree: 

Each virtue kept its proper bound, 

Nor treſpaſs'd on the other's ground. 

Nor fame or cenſure they regarded: 
They neither puniſh'd, nor rewarded. 

He card not what the footman did: 

Her maids ſhe neither prais'd nor chid : 

So ev'ry ſervant took his courſe ; 

And bad at firſt, they all grew worſe. 
Slothful diſorder ſill'd his ſtable ; 

And fluttiſh plenty deck d her table. 

Their beer was ſtrong, their wine was port; 
Their meal was large, their grace was ſhort. 
They gave the poor their remnant- meat, 
Juſt when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and pariſh- rate, 
And took, but read not the receipt; 

For which they claim d their Sunday's due, 
Of ſlumbering in an upper pew. 

No man's defects ſought they to know ; 
So never made themſelves a foe. 

No man's good deeds did they commend ; 
So never rais'd themſelves a friend ; 

Nor cheriſh'd they relation poor, 

That might decreaſe their preſent ſtore : 

. Nor barn nor houſe did they repair, 

That might oblige their future heir, 
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AN EPITAPH. 


They neither added, nor confounded ; 
They neither wanted, nor abounded. 

Each Chriſtmas they accompts did clear, 
And wound their bottom round the year. 


Nor tear nor {mile did they employ, 
At news of public grief, or joy. 
When bells were rung, and bonefires made, 
If aſk'd, they neer deny'd their aid; 
Their jugg was to the ringers carry'd, 
Who ever either dy'd, or marry d. 
Their billet at the fire was found, 
Who ever was depos'd, or crown'd. V 


Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wiſe; 
They wou'd not learn, nor cou'd adviſe; 
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 

They led—a kind of— as it were— 
Nor wiſh'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cry'd ; 
And ſo they liv'd ; and ſo they dy'd. 
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Sli DONS DRE ANTRT 1 O 
ENCE, Lade 8 1 | | = 
Of Cerberus and blackeſt Midnight born, | 9 
In Stygian Cave forlorn, 1 2 ON i 
'Mong horrid ſhapes, and ſhrieks, and * 1 ; | : 


: 


Find out ſome uncouth cell, > 


Where brooding Darkneſs ſpreads his Flo wing 1 


And the night-raven ſings; TATE 
There under ebon ſhades, and low-brow'd rocks, 1 | 
As ragged as thy locks, | . F 1 
In dark Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. W 100 = 
But come, thou. Goddeſs fair and free, APR 1 


In Heav'n yclep'd EurnROSYV XE, 

And by men, heart-eaſing Mixx n; 

Whom lovely VENVs at a birth 

With two Siſter Graces more, 

To Ivy-crowned Baechus bore; rl. 

Or whether (as ſome ſager ſing) * 
The frolic wind that breathes the Spring, | 


No. VIII. 10. Evrr, ters, 


LALLEGRO. 


ZEPHYR, with AURORA playing, 

As he met her once a maying, 

There on beds of violets blue, 

And freſh- blown foſes waſh'd i in dew, 
Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair, 
So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 
Haſte thee, Nymph; and bring: with thee 
Jeſt and youthful jollity, 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Nods and becks, and wreathed {mules, 
Such as hang on HERE's cheek, 
And love to live in dimple feek; 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his ade: 
Come, and trip it as you go 
On the light fantaſtic toe; 

And in thy right hand lead with thee 


The Mountain Nymph, ſweet L1Bezty ; | 


And if I give thee honour due, 
Mix TR, admit me of thy crew, 
To hve with her, and hve with thee, 
In unreproved pleaſures free ; 


Jo hear the Lark begin his flight, 


And ſinging ſtartle the dull Night; 
From his watch-tow'r in the ſkies 


Till the dappled dawn doth riſe 

Then to come, in ſpite of ſorrow, 

And at my window bid good-morrow, 
6 | 
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UATLLE GRO: 


Through the ſweet . briar, ar the vine mi 
Or the twiſted eglantine : Das e ooid wolls” 
While the Cock, with/lively: din 
Scatters the rear of daſꝶneſs tun.. 
And to the ſtack, or the bara-deox, : elk 9 
Stoutly ſtruts his dames before 4 
Oft liſt ning how the hounds, and os d bel 
Cheerly rouſe the ſlumb ring morn, m, 
From the fide of ſome hoar hill. 
Through the high wood echoing hell 84% 3s 7 
Sometime walking not unſeen ads 0 
By hedge: rom elms, or hillocks me AW 
Right againſt the Eaſtern ates! led uin "hz Dia 
Where the great Sun begins his 1 111 wh | 
Rob'd in flames, and amber light., 
The clouds in thouſand were debe, | 

While the Ploughman near nowr_d 7 £1142: _ 


Whiſtles o'er the furrow'dland,-' ag 5 
And the Milkmaid ſingeth blithe, . 
And the Mowepagwhets his a jor a“. 


And every Shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale: ; ary ne 
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleaſures, | bor 

While the landſcape round -itmeafures, ::} lt c 10 
Ruſlet lawns, and fallows gray, onol-av:il ad; HT 
Where the nibbling flocks do tray; ot o nod 
Mountains, on whole barten brraſt , 
The labouring clouds n. M y1s1 woH 


Meadows 


* 


L'. ALLE GR O. 


Meadows trim with daiſies pi 


Shallow brooks, and rivers wide g 5 boflivs! 
ol 


Towers and battlements it ſees 500 2 


doWI 2d! 


Sor 
Ii} 10 


Boſom d high in tuſted trees 1 
Where perhaps ſome beauty lies, oy 02 Og 
The Cynoſure of neighbouring eyes. 012 
Hard by, a Cottage chimney: l 81 0 

1 9155 _ 1 177200 


From betwixt two aged aks, 
Where Con vpox and Tityrs1s n - 
Are at their ſavoury dinner ſet, 

Of herbs, and other country — 5 


Which the neat-handed PAITLIS Moe | 0 


And then in haſte her bower ſhe leaves, 


With Tuxsrvuis to bind the ſheavess 


Or, if the earlier ſeaſon lead. 
To the tand hay- cock in the mead. 1 
Sometimes with ſecure delight 


The upland hamlets:wilÞinvite; ! orf 15'6 85! 


When the merry bells Ting round. 
And the joc 


Dancing in the chequer'd hade v1 bar 
And young and old come forth to play 2 
On the ſun- ſhine holyd ay Ti MW 
Till the live-long daylight Ras Dur ,anws! u 

wm #4 


Then to the ſpicnut-brown = AE | 
With ſtories told ofihany:ateaty'! 7 | 
How Fairy Maz/thequikets eat: 
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She was pinch'd and pull'd, ſhe ſaidzsr 51) 0 1 
And he by Fairies lanthorn-eπj¹l 7 - 1024 1! 
Tells mim, ne? w 

To earn his cream bowl duly ſer,” Wit 
When in one night, — — fy 


That ten day-labourers chuld not end 


Then lies him down the lubber Fiendꝰ/˖ 2 
And ftretch'd out all the chimneys ing, 1 
Baſks at the fire his hairy ſtrength; / 1 0 
And crop-full out of doors he flings, ft ww 
Ere the firſt cock his matin rings. yi LA 


Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whiſpering winds ſoon TIO © 
Towered cities pleaſe us then: b 
And the buſy hum of men. 3 5 gs 
Where throngs of Knights and Barons bub 1 
In weeds of peace higt trĩiumplis hold, 2 
With ſtore of Ladies, whoſe bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or arms, while both contend © + | 
To win her grace whom all commend. © © © 
There let Hy Mex oft appear | 

In ſaffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 

With maſk, and antique pageantry, 

Such fights as youthful Poets dream 

On Summer eves by haunted ſtream. 
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Then to the well · trod Stage . 
If JoxnsoNn's learned ſock be on. ! 
Or ſweeteſt SnAKRSDHEARE, Fancy's kd, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild: 
And ever againſt eg ts 

Lap me in ſoft Lydian; ure," th 
Married to immortal verſe Sta 
Such as the melting ſoul may pierce, / © / 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linked ſweetneſs, long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running; 
'Untwiſting all the chains that tie 
The hidden ſoul of Harmony; 
That OxrRHEUs' ſelf may heave his * 
From golden ſlumber on a bed _ 

Of heap'd Elyſian flowers, and hear 
Such ſtrains as would have won the ear 
Of PLuTo, to have quite ſet free 
His half-regain'd Euxypics. . 
Theſe delights if thou canſt give, 
MizTa, with thee I mean to live, 
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Tux. enitle Hermit of i the ae 
And guide my lonely war 


To where? yon taper cheers the vale” 1 
— With hoſpitable ray. Nu 10 e 6M at 


« For here, forlotn and loſt I Ged. ae 


« Withfaititing ſteps and lo : No 
* Where wilds immeafurably ſpread” #3) 
cc Seem length'ning gos“ dom SY 


« Forbear, my ſon,” the Hermit cries, e 


Jo tempt the datig'rous gloo mmm 
For yonder faithleſs phantom flies 
« Tolure thee to thy dookh,'t 25-01 55: nA 


Here to the houſeleſs child of wan ts net a 


« My door is open ſtill; * 2310! of 
And tho my portion is but ſcant,” po 
I give it witty good will.” low — 
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THE HERMIT. 


Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
« Whate'er my cell beſtows ; 

« My ruſhy couch, and frugal fare, 
My bleſſing and repoſe. 

No flocks that range the valley free 
*« To ſlaughter I te K 

« Taught by that Pow'r that pities me, 


* Learn to pity them. 


« But from the mountain's graſſy ſide 
A guiltleſs feaſt I bring: 
&« A ſcrip with herbs and fruit ſupply'd, 
And water from the ſpring. _ 
« Then, pilgrim, turn, thy n 
« All earth- born cares are 
« Man wants but little here below, 
« Nor wants that little long.” 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell ; | 

The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, _ 
And follows to the cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 
The lonely manſiom lay; 

A refuge to the neighb ring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. | 
No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
RNequirꝰd a maſters care; 
The wicket op'ning with a latch 

_ Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


„ TRE HERM IT: 
And now when buſy crowds Pure 
To take their evening reſt, > N * 
The Hermit trimm'd his little five, 3 
And cheer'd his penſive gueſt; . 
And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gaily preſs d and ſmibd, 
And, ſkill'd in legendary lore, 
The ling' ring hours beguil'd. 
Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries; 
The cricket chirrups in the heartn, 
The crackling faggot flies. 
But nothing could a charm impart, 
To ſoothe the ſtranger's woe ; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to floꝶß. 


His riſing cares the Hermit ſpy'd 
With anſw'ring care oppreſt; 

*« And whence; unhappy youth, he cry 'd, 
The ſorrows of thy-brealt ? 


From better habitations ſpurn d. 
« Reluctant doſt thou rove ? 
« Or grieve for friendſhip unretum d., 
« Or unregarded love ? | 
« Alas! the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling, and decay 
* And thoſe who prize the paltry be. 
More trifling far than WY x32 


THE HERMIT, 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to fleep,” © 
« A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep ? 


And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
The modern fair one's jeſt: 
« On earth unſeen, or only found 
Jo warm the turtle's neſt. 


For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, | 


And ſpurn the ſex,” he ſaid: 
But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray'd, 


Surpris'd he ſees new beauties rife, 
Swift mantling to the view; 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, | 

As bright, as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms ; 

The lovely ftranger ſtands conſeſt 
A maid in all her charins. 


* And, ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
« A wretch forlorn,” ſhe cry d, 

% Whoſe. feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
Where Heav'n and you reſide. 


«* But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
© Whom love has taught to ſtray: 
« Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 
** Companiqn of her way. * 


THE HER MIT. -S 


| * My father liv'd beſide the Tyne. e oo 

A wealthy lord was he; 35 
« And all his wealth was marked as mine ; 

He had but only me. FOIVW 375097149 


*« To win me from his tender arms T 

% Unnumber'd ſuitors came 
Who prais d me for imputed charms, . 

« And felt or feign'd a flame, 

Each hour a mercenary crowd  .  / 

With richeſt proffers ſtrove ; | 
Among the reſt young Epwix bord, 

*« But never ralk'd e. 


In humble ſimpleſt habit clad, 
No wealth or power had he; 


Wiſdom and worth were all he had! 
But theſe were all to me. 


L 


« The bloſſom op'ning to the dax. 
The des of heav n refin'd, _ 755 LE EY 
Could nought of n diſplay. a, 
; Jo emulate his mind. by | 
The dew, the bloſſoms of the 1 
With charms inconſtant ine; WE 
„Their charms were his, but, woe to me, . 3. 
Their conſtancy was mine. | | 
« For {till I try'd each fickle art, 
„ Importunate and vain; , , 
« And while his paſſion touch'd : my Ms” 
_ «I triumph'd in his pam. . 


— —— 


* And ſought a folitadeForlorn, ' il Lin belt 
«© In ſecret, where hedy'd, GSi Hg «14-2 


F : #2 : 


Thy own, thy long-loſt Chi here, 


TAE HER MIT. 


« Till quite dejefted with my ſcorn, 
« He left me to my pride. 


« But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
4 And well my life ſhall pa; 
J'Il ſeek the ſolitudle he ſought, 


And Rretch hes e. = 
And there forl6rn, deſpairirig; hid,” Of F123 


« T'll Jay me 880% and die; 
« Twas ſo for me that Evwiy did,” 


« And ſo for him Will .. M1 1 
« Forbid it, Hear!" the Hermit ay,” 
And claſp'd'her to his breaſt: 


The wond'ring fair one turn d to ede K 


I was Epwin's ſelf na cho 


« Turn, Ancetjvs. ever dear, 
« My charmer, turn to ſee 


» 5 
4 
” # # 
- 


« Reſtor'd to love and thee. 


« Thus let me hold thee to 'my heart, . 
And ev'ry care reſign; L 

« And ſhall we never, never part, 
„My life—my all that's mine? 


c No, never from this hour to part, 
« We'll live and love fo true; 
The ſigh that rends thy conflant heart, 
« Shall break thy Epw1X's too.” 
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THE FEMALE. 3 CERS. © 


By Mr. MOORE. 


9 n 


IS ſaid of widow, maid, arid wife. 


| That honour Is a woman's life : 


Unhappy Sex! who only claim 


A being in the breath of Fame, 
Which tainted, not the quick ning gales 


That ſweep Sabæa's Ipicy vales, 
Nor all the healing ſweets reſtore 


That breathe along Arabia's ſhore. 


The tray'ller, if ke chance to dy,” | 
May turn uncenſur d to his Wa ?; 
Polluted ſtreams. again are pure, 12 
And deepeſt wounds. admit a cure N 
But woman no redemption knows, 
The wounds of honour never cloſe! 

Tho' diſtant ev ry hand to guide, 
Nor {kill'd on life s tempeſtuous tide, 
If once her feeble bark recede, | 
Or deviate from the courſe decreed, 
In vain ſhe ſeekæ the friendleſs ſhore, 
Her ſwifter folly flies before, : | 
The circling poxts againſt her „ 


And ſhut the wand'rer from repoſe ; 


Till, by conflicting waves PTS. . 
Her n 
VI. 53 F 


"2 


Are there no off rings to atone 
For but a ſingle error ?—None. 
Tho' Woman is avow'd of old 


No daughter of celeſtial mould, 
Her temp'ring not without allay, 


And form'd but of the finer clay, 


We challenge from the mortal dame 
The ſtrength angelic natures claim : 
Nay more ; for ſacred ſtories tell 
That ev'n immortal angels fell. 
Whatever fills the teeming ſphere 
Of humid earth and ambient air, 
With varying elements endued, 
Was form'd to fall and riſe renew'd. 
The ſtars no fix d duration know, 
Wide oceans ebb again to flow, 
The moon repletes her waining face 
All beauteous from her late diſgrace, 


And ſuns that mourn approaching night 


Refulgent riſe with new-born light. 
In vain may death and time ſubdue, 


| While Nature mints her race anew, 


And holds ſome vital ſpark apart, - 
Like virtue hid in ev'ry heart; 

'Tis hence reviving warmth is ſeen 
To clothe a naked world in green; 

No longer barr'd by winter's cold, 
Again the gates of life unfold; 
Again each inſect tries his wing, 

And lifts freſh pinions on the ſpring; - 


THE FEMALE SEDUCERS. 


ts FEMALE .'$ EDUC ERS. 


Again from ev'ry latent root 1530 
The bladed ſtem and tendril ſhoot. 
Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, |: - -/ 
Again to periſh and to riſe. #1 
And muſt weak woman then difown 


The change to which a world is prone; / | 


In one meridian brightneſs ſhine, 
And ne'er like ev'ning ſuns decline, 
Reſoly'd and firm alone ? Is this 
What we demand of woman ?—Yes. 
But ſhould the ſpark of Veſtal fire 
In ſome unguarded hour expire, 
Or ſhould the nightly thief invade 
HEesPER1A's chaſte and ſacred ſhade, 
Of all the blooming ſpoil poſſeſt, 
The dragon Honour charm'd to reſt, 


Shall virtue's flame no more return, 


No more with virgin ſplendour burn, 

No more the ravag'd garden bloc 

With ſpring's ſucceeding bloſſom ?—No : 

| Pity may mourn, but not reſtore ;. 199-98 
And Woman falls to riſe no more. 


Within this ſublunary ſphere PDR 
A country lies, no matter where ; 
The clime may readily be found 
By all who tread poetic ground : 


1 


A ſtream call'd LIE acrofs it glides, 


And equally the land divides ; 


And here of Vice the proyince lies, NE 
| And there the hills of Virtue'riſe.” 


B 2 


* 
1 
- 
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And thus the fears of ee 
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THE FEMALE SEDUCERS, — 


Upon a mountain's airy ſtand, -- ig 
Whoſe ſummit look d to either land, 
An ancient pair their dwelling choſe Thi: 
As well for proſpect as repoſe ; 57 A 
For mutual faith they long were fam d. * 
And Temp'rance and Religion nam G. 
A num' rous progeny di vine N 510 ml 
Confeſs d the honours of their line: 
But in a little daughter fair is DVR 
Was center'd more than half their ae, 
For Heav'n, to gratulate her birch, 
Gave ſigns of future joy to earth: 
White was the robe this infant wore, 
And CnAs rr the name ſhe bore. 
As now the maid in ſbature grem, 
(A flow'r juſt op ning to the view) 
Oft thro' her native land ſhe ſtray d, 
And wreſtling with the lambkins play'd; 


Her looks diffuſive ſweets bequeath'd, 


The breeze grew purer as ſhe breath'd, 
The morn her radiant bluſh affum'd, 14 
The ſpring with earlier fragrance bloom d, 
And Nature yearly took delight _ 
Like her to dreſs the world in white. 

But when her riſing form was ſeen — 
To reach the criſis of filtee | 


Her parents up the mountain's head 


With anxious ſtep their darling led; 
By turns they ſnatch'd her to > this bit, , 


h 


A 


Wi | | a” 
THE FEMALE SEDUCERS. 5 
« O joyful cauſe of 'many'a'\care} 7 
« O daughter too divinely fairt- rh; 
« Yon world on this important dag 
_ « Demands thee to a dangerous way: 
« A painful journey all muſt go ö; 
. « Whoſe doubtful period none can know: 'F 
* Whoſe due direction who can find, 8 
« Where reaſon 's mute and ſenſe is blind ? | | 
Ah, what unequal leaders theſe | ö 
« Thro' ſuch a wide perplexing maze!” 
Then mark the warnings of the wiſe, 
And learn what love and years adviſe. 
« Far to the right thy proſpect bend, 
Where yonder tow'ring hills aſcend; 
Lo! there the arduous path's in view 
Which Virtue and her ſons purſue; 15 
« With toil o'er leſſening earth they riſe, . 
« And gain and gain upon the ſkies: | | | 
Narrow 's the way her children-tread, | ' 
No walk for pleaſure ſmoothly ſpread, 1 
« But rough, and difficult, and ſteep, 3 
« Painful to climb, and hard to keep. 
Fruits immature thoſe lands diſpenſe, 
« A food indelicate to ſenſe, 0 
«+ Of taſte unpleaſant; yet from thoſe 
* Pure health with cheerful vigour flows, 
And ſtrength unfeeling of decay - 
8 Throughout the long laborious way. 
Hence as they ſcale that c road, 
Each limb is W of its * 


1 = 


| THE FEMALE: SEDUCERS. 
From earth reſining ſtill they go; 


And leave the mortal weight below ; 


8 Then ſpreads the ſtrait, the doubtful clears, 


And ſmooth the rugged path appears: 
For cuſtom turns fatigue to caſe; 
And, taught by Virtue, pain can pleaſe, 

« At length the toilſome journey o'er, 
And near the bright celeſtial ſhore, 

A gulf, black, fearful, and profound, 

Appears, of either world the bound; 

4 Thro' darkneſs leading up to lighjt: 

Senſebackward ſhrinks, and. ſhuns the ſight; 
« For there the tranſitory train 

«« Of Time, and Form, and Care, and Pain, 

%% And Matter's groſs encumb' ring maſs, 

« Man's late aſſociates, cannot pals ; 

« But ſinking quit th immortal charge, 

And leave the wand'ring ſoul at large; 

« Lightly ſhe wings her obvious way, 

And mingles with eternal day, 

„ Thither, O thither, wing thy ſpeed, 
Tho pleafure charm, or pain impede! 
To ſuch th' all-bounteous Pow'r has giv'n 
For preſent earth a future heav'n, 
« For trivial loſs unmeaſurd gain, 
And endleſs bliſs for tranſient pain. 

Then fear, ah fear, to turn thy ſight 
« Where yonder flow'ry fields imvite 

Wide on the left the pathway bends, 
And wich pernicious caſe deſcends ; 
061. 6 


« There 


Thy form be loathd by ew e 
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« There ſweet to ſenſe and fair to ſhow 
New planted Edens ſeem to blow. 
_<-Trees that delicious poi ſon bear, 
« For death is vegetable there. 
Hence is the frame of health/unbrac'd, 
« Each ſinew ſlack ning at the taſte, 
« The ſoul to paſſion yields her ee 5 
And ſces with organs not her own; 
« While like the ſlumb rer in the might, 
« Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light, 
* Before her alienated eyes 
The ſcenes of Fairy-land ariſe, 
The puppet world's amuſing ſhow 
„ Dipp'd in the gaily- colour d bow, 
« Sceptres, and wreaths, and glitt'ring Orem 
he toys of infants and of kings, 
b, That tempt along the baneful plain 
. The idly wiſe and lightly vain, 
Till verging on the gulfy ſhore 
« Sudden they ſink and riſe no more. 


gut liſt to what thy Fates declare: * 


„Tho thou art Woman frail as fair, 
If once thy ſliding foot ſhould ſtray,” - 
Once quit yon heav'n-appointed way, 

« For thee, loſt Maid ! for thee alone 
Nor pray'rs ſhall plead, nor tears atone ; 
« Reproach, ſcorn, infamy, and hate, 
On thy returning ſteps ſhall wait, | 
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Thus arm'd with words of potent ſound, 
Like guardian angels plac'd around, 
A charm by truth divinely caſt, 
Forward our young advent'rer paſt. 
Forth from' her ſacred eyelids ſent, 
Like Morn, forerunning radiance went, 
While Honour, handmaid late aſſign'd, 
Upheld her lucid train behind. 

Aweſtruck the much-admiring crowd 


| Before the virgin viſion bow'd, 


Gaz'd with an ever-new delight, 

And caught freſh virtues at the fight ; 

For not of earth's unequal frame 

They deem'd the heav'n-compounded dame, 
If matter ſure the moſt refin'd, 


High wrought and temper'd into mind, 


Some darling daughter of the Day, 
And bodied by her native ray. 

Where'er ſhe paſles thouſands bend, 
And thouſands where ſhe moves attend ; 
Her ways obſervant eyes confeſs, 


Her ſteps purſuing praiſes bleſs, 


While to the elevated Maid 
Oblations as to heav'n are paid. 
'T was on an ever-blitheſome day, 
The jovial birth of roſy May, | 
When genial warmth-no more ſuppreſt 
New-melts the froſt in every breaſt, 
The cheek with ſecret fluſhing dyes, 
And looks. Kind things from chaſteſt eyes, 


The 
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The ſun with healthier viſage-glows; 
Aſide his clouded kerchief throws, 
And dances up th' ethereal plain, 
Where late he us'd to climb with pain; 
While Nature, as from bonds ſet free, 
Springs out, and gives a looſe to glee. 

And now for momentary reſt 
The Nymph her travell'd ſtep repreſt, 
Juſt turn d to view the ſtage attain d, 
And glory'd in the height ſhe gain'd. - 

Outſtretch'd before her wide ſurvey 
The realms of {weet perdition lay, 
And pity touch'd her ſoul with wo 
To ſee a world ſo loſt below; 


When ſtraight the breeze began to breathe, - 


Airs gently wafted'from'beneathy** *! 
That bore commiſſion'd witchcraft thence, 
And reach'd her ſympathy of ſenſe ; 

No ſounds of diſcord, that diſcloſe 

A people ſunk and loſt in woes, 

But as of preſent good poſſeſs d, 

The very triumph of the bleſs'd: 

The Maid in rapt attention hung. 


& #4. + 


While thus approaching Syrens ſung : . * 6 


« Hither, Faireſt ! hither haſte, 
« Brighteſt Beauty] come and taſte; - 
* What the pow'rs of bliſs unfold, :: 
« Toys too mighty to be told 


« Taſte what ecſtaſies they give, 


& Dying raptures taſte, and live. $160! 221: Þ 
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% In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 
« Nature empties all her treaſure, 
4 Soft defires that ſweetly languiſh, 
« Fierce delights that riſe to anguiſh. 
« Faireſt ! doſt thou yet delay? 
** Brighteſt Beauty ! come away. 
« Liſt not when the froward-chide, 
« Sons of Pedantry and Pride, 
« Snarlers to whoſe feeble ſenſe 
« April's ſunſhine is offence ; 
« Age and Envy will adviſe _ 
« Ev'n againſt the joy they prize. - 
Come, in pleaſure's balmy bowl 
« Slake the thirſtings of thy ſoul, 
Till thy rapturd pow'rs are fainting 
With enjoyment paſt the painting. 
« Faireſt! doſt thou yet delay ? 
„ Brighteſt Beauty! come away.” 


So ſung the Sirens, as of yore 
Upon the falſe Auſonian ſhore ; 
And O for that preventing chain 
That bound UI vssESs on the main; 
That ſo our fair- one might withſtand 
The covert ruin now at hand. 

The ſong her charm'd attention drew 
When now the tempters ſtood-in view ; 
Curioſity with prying eyes 


And hands of buſy bold empriſe; 


Like Hermes feather'd were her feet, 
And like forerunning fancy fleet; 
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By ſearch untaught, by toil untir d, 
To novelty ſhe {till aſpir d, 

Taſteleſs of ev'ry good poſſeſt, 
And but in expectation bleſt. 

With her affociate Pleaſure came, 

Gay Pleaſure, frolic-loving dame! 
Her mien all ſwimming in delight, 
Her beauties half reveal'd to ſight ; ; 
Looſe flow'd her garment from the ground, 
And caught the kiſſing winds around: 

As erſt Mgpusa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into ſtone, | : 
A dire reverſion here they felt, TRE 
And in the eye of Pleaſure melt; 25 
Her glance with ſweet perſuaſion charm d, = 
Unnerv'd the ſtrong, the ſteePd difarm'd ; | = 
No ſafety ev'n the flying find Home: . 
Who vent'rous look but once behind. 

Thus was the much-admiring Maid þ 
While diſtant more than half betray*d. 5 N 
With ſmiles and adulation bland | 7 N 
They join'd her fide and ſeiz d her hand: Fl) | 
Their touch envenonrd ſweets diſtill'd, F 
Her frame with new pulſations thrill'd, = 9 
While half conſenting half denying, .. "= 
Reluctant now, and now complying, | 
Amidſt a war of hopes and fears, P 
Of trembling wiſhes, ſmiling tears "= 
Still down and down the winning pair Wo I 
Compell'd the ſtruggling, yielding fair. 
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As when ſome ſtately veſſel, bound 
To bleſs Arabia's diſtant ground, 
Borne from her courſes haply lights 
Where Baxca's flow'ry clime invites, 
Conceal'd around whoſe treach'rous land 
Lurk the dire rock and dang'rous ſand, 
The Pilot warns with fail and oar, 
To ſhun the much- ſuſpected ſhore, 
In vain ; the tide too ſubtly ſtrong 
Still bears the wreſtling bark along, 
Till found'ring ſhe reſigns to Fate, 
And ſinks o'erwhelm'd with all her —_— 
7.0 baffling every bar to fin, 
And Heav'n's own pilot plac'd within, 
Along the devious ſmooth deſcent, 
With pow'rs increaſing as they went, 
The dames accuſtom'd to ſubdue 
As with a rapid current drew, 
And o'er the fatal bounds convey d 
The loſt, the long-rehuttant maid. 
Here ſtop, ye Fair Ones! and beware, 
Nor ſend your fond affections there; 
| Yet, yet your darling, now deplor d, 
May turn, to you and Heav'n reſtor'd ; 
Till then with weeping Honour wait, 
The ſervant of her better fate, 
With Honour, left upon the ſhore, 
Her friend and handmaid now no more; 
Nor with the guilty world upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch betray d, 


But 
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Zut cer her failing caſt the veil, ' -- 
Rememb'ring you yourſelves are frail. 
And now from all- inquiring light 
Faſt fled the conſcious ſhades of night; © | 
The daniſel from a ſhort repoſe £48 2 
Confounded at her plight aroſe. 
As when with ſlumb'rous weight oppreſt 
Some wealthy miſer ſinks to reſt, 
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey, 


And ſteal his hoard of joys away, 


He borne where golden Indus ſtreams 

Ol pearl and quarry'd diamond dreams, 

Like Midas turns the glebe to ore, 

And ſtands all rapt amidſt his ſtore, | 

But wakens naked and deſpaild” © © *Ih 

Of that for which his years had toitd. 
So far'd the Nymph, her treaſure flown, 

And turns like Niobe to ſtone ;- | 

Within, without, obſcure and void, 

She felt all ravag'd, all deſtroy d; 

And, O thou curſt inſidious coaſt! © 

Are theſe the bleſſings thou canſt boaſt ? © 

« Theſe Virtue! theſe the joys they find 

Who leave thy heavin-topt hills behind? 

« Shade me, ye Pines! ye Caverns! hide, 

« Ye mountains! cover me,” ſhe cry d. 

Her trumpet Slander rais'd on high, 341 

And told the tidings to the ſky ; LEN el 

Contempt diſcharg'd a living dart, ' 

A ſidelong viper to her heart: 
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Reproach breath d poiſons o'er her face, 
And ſoil d and blaſted ev'ry grace; 
Officious Shame, her handmaid new, 
Still turn'd the mirror to her vier; 
While thoſe in crimes the deepeſt dy'd 
Approach'd to whiten at her fide, 
And evry lewd inſulting dame 
Upon her folly roſe to fame. N. 
What ſhould the do ? attempt once more 
To gain the late deſerted ſhore? _ 
So truſting, back the mourner flew, 
As faſt the train of fiends purſue. 
Again the farther ſhore's attain d, 
Again the land of Virtue gain'd; 
But Echo gathers in the wind, 
And ſhows her inſtant foes behind; 
Amaz'd with headlong, ſpeed ſhe tends, 
Where late ſhe left a hoſt of friends; 
Alas! thoſe ſhrinking friends decline, 
Nor longer own that form divine; 
With fear they mark the following cry, 
And from the lonely trembler fly, 
Or back ward drive her on the coaſt ha 
Where Peace was wreck'd. and Honour loſt. 
From earth thus hoping aid in vain, , 
46K To Heav'n not daring to complain, 
| | No truce, by hoſtile Clamour giv'n, 
And from the ſace of Friendſhip: driv n. 
The Nymph ſunk proſtrate on the ground 
| TY e 11 
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Enthrowd within a circling ſæy 
Upon a mount o'er mountains high, 
All radiant fat as in a ſhnrine 
Virtue, firſt efluence divine, 

Far, far above the ſcenes of wo 


That ſhut this cloud-wrapt world below ; | 


Superior goddeſs, eſſence bright, 
Beauty of uncreated light! 


Whom ſhould Mortality ſurvey, 

As doom'd upon a certain day, 

The breath of frailty muſt expire, 

The world diſſolve in living fire, 

The gems of heav'n and folar flame 

Be quench'd by her eternal beam, - 

And Nature quick'ning in her eye | 

To riſe a new-born pheenix die. 

Hence unreveal'd to mortal view 

A veil around her form ſhe threw, - 

Which three ſad ſiſters of the ſhade, 

Pain, Care, and Melancholy, made. 

Thro' this her all-inquiring eye 

Attentive from her ſtation high 

Beheld abandon'd to defpair 

The ruins of her fav'rite Fair, 

And with a voice whoſe awful found 

Appall'd the guilty world around, 

Bid the tumultuous winds be {till ; 

To numbers bow'd each liſt ning hall, 

Uncurl'd the furging of the main, 
And ſmooth'd the thorny bed of pain, 

| D 2 | 
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The golden harp of heavin-ſhe ſtrung, 
And thus the tuneful ale ang: 


hs Lode Penitent! ariſe, 
Come and claim thy kindred ſkies; 
Come, thy ſiſter angels ſay. 


Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. 


Let experience now decide 

% *Twixt the good and evil try'd : 
* In the ſmooth enchanted ee 
* Say, unfold the treaſures found. 


Structures rais d by morning dreams, 


* Sands that trip the flitting ſtreams, 
* Down that anchors on the air, 
Clouds that paint their changes there; 
Seas that ſmoothly dimpling lie 
* While the ſtorm impends on high, 
„ Showing in an obvious glaſs 
* Joys that in poſſeſſion pals : 
« Tranſient, fickle, light, and gay, 
% Flatt'ring only to betray, 
« What, alas! can life contain? 


„Life like all its circles vain ! 


«© Will the ſtork intending reſt 
« On the billow build her neſt? 
« Will the bee demand his ſtore 
From the bleak and bladeleſs ſhore 8 
Man alone intent to ſtray 
Ever turns from wiſdom's way, 
1 
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« Lays up wealth in foreigy/land,  ' ' 
« Sows the fea and ploughs the ſand. 
* Soon this elemental mals, | 


Form be wrapt in waſting fire, 
Time be ſpent, and life expire. 


Then ye boaſted Works of men!” 


Where is your aſylum then? 
Sons of Pleafure, ſons of Care, 


Tell me, Mortals! tell me Where? 


Gone like traces on the deep, 
Like a ſceptre grafp'd in ſleep, 


* Dews cxhald from morning glades, 


« Melting inows and gliding ſhades. 


“ Paſs the world, and what's behind 


« Virtue's gold by fire refin'd, 
« From an univerſe deprav'd, 
« From the wreck of Nature fav'd ; 
« Like the hfe-fapporting grain, - 
« Fruit of patience and of pain, 
On the ſwain's autumnal day 
„% Winnow'd from the chaff away. 
„Little Trembler ! fear no more, 


- 4 Thou haſt plenteous crops ini ſtore, 


« Seed by genial forrows ſown, 

More than all thy ſcorners own. - 
What tho' hoſtile earth deſpiſe ? 

„ Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; 


857 


Soon th' incumb'ring world, ſhall pads, 


„Heat 
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4“ Heay'n thy friendleſs ſteps ſhall guide 
* Cheer thy hours and guard thy fide. 


« When the fatal trump ſhall ſound,” | 


* When th' immortals pour OS. 
„% Heav'n ſhall thy return atteſt, 
„ Hail'd by myriads of the bleſl. 
Little natjve of the ſłkies, 
* Lovely Penitent! ariſe; | 
* Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow; 
% Virtue is thy ſiſter now. 
« More delightful are my woes 
* Than the rapture pleaſure knows, 


* Richer far the weeds I bring 


* Than the robes that grace a king. 
On my wars of ſhorteſt date 
4 Crowns of endleſs triumphs wal 
On my cares a period bleſt, 
% On my toils eternal reſt. 
« Come, with Virtue at thy fide 3 
Come, be ev'ry bar defy d, 
6 Till we gain our native ſhore: 
Siſter, come, and turn no more.“ 


EE © *® > 


By Mr. G R A V. 


Lol! where thy roſy-boſomd hours, 
Fair Venvus' train, appear, 


Diſcloſe the long expecting flowers, 50 wa 


And wake the purple year! - ny = 


The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
Reſponſive to the cuckow's note, 
The untaught harmony of ſpring : 
While, whiſp'ring pleaſure as they fly, 
Cool Zephyrs thro? the clear blue K 
Their gather d fragrance fling. 


Where'er the oak's thick branches ſtretch 
A broader browner ſhade ; 
Where'er the rude and moſs-grown beech 
Oer-canopies the glade; 
No. XVI. O 
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Beſide 


2 ODE ON SPRING. 


Beſide ſome water's ruſhy brink | 
With me the Muſe ſhall fit, and think 
(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſtic ſtate) 

How' vain the ardour of the crowd, 
How low, how little are the proud, 
How indigent the great ! 


Still 1s the toiling hand of care; 
The panting herds repoſe: 

Yet hark, how thro' the peopled air 
The buſy murmur glows ! 

The inſect youth are on the wing, 
Eager to taſte the homied ſpring, 
And float: amid the -liquid noon : 


Some lightly o'er the current ſkim, 1 


Some ſhew their gayly-gilded trim 
Quick-glancing to the ſun. 


To Contemplation s ſober eye 
Such is the race of man! 


And they that creep, and they that fly... = 


Shall end where they began. 

Alike the buſy and the gay 

But flutter thro' life's little day, 

In Fortune's varying colours . dreſt : 

Bruſh'd by the hand of rough Miſchance, 
Or chill'd by Age, their airy dance 
They leave in duſt to reſt. 
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ODE ON SPRING. ECD y | 
Methinks I hear, in accents low, _ . 4 
The ſportive kind reply; 5 
Poor Moraliſt; and what art thou? 

A ſolitary fly ! 

Thy joys no elittring female meets, N 
No hive haſt thou of hoarded ſweets, 

No painted plumage to diſplay : 

On haſty wings thy youth is flown; 

Thy ſun is ſet, thy ſpring is gone— - 
We frolic while 'tis May. 
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VIEW of a SECOND WATERFALL on the RIVER EURE in YORKSHIRE. 


3. 


— 
— 
* 
— — —— —öhſ— — — — — — —— —. — — — 
— * — en ů — — — — — 
— — — . — — — — - SEE T 
— — — — - — — — - — 
— — — ̃ ͤ——ͤ—„4—— m — —— —— — — — — — — —— — —— —— — * . ' * 
— — — PL —— PF. _ = 4 
- — — — 5 - . cu tow 1 dd — wands Ma. — — 
bh bd — _ — U — -- — - — — ys. — — — ©. wu — 


